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- SDisrctigement 



x\ GREAT part of the following Poems 
was written in a sequestered village in the 
north of Cumberland. If the Reader find 
pleasure in their perusal, I shall not con- 
sider that I have written wholly in vain : 
if he complain of wearisomeness and shut 
the book, I shall not, like many* unsuccess- 
ful Candidates for the laurel, charge hini 
with want of taste and discernment ; but 
consider myself as deficient in those 
powers which are necessary to the sue- 

^ 

cess of every w^ork, whether its object be 
pleasure or instruction. 

T. S. 
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THE EVERGREEN. 



jDay, what survives the Winter ^s storm^ 

What lives ^vvhile dreadful whirlwinds roar^ 

While angry surges lasli yon TOck, 

And Desolation sweeps the shore? 

'Tis not the man v/hose bosom bears 

The marks imprest by Care and GpvIEFj 

Who sighs to evVy blast that tears 
The faded flowV and withered leaf; 



But hevjho from the storm retires 

Beneath the shades of Mirth and Ease 

Who wakes with wine Life's sleeping fires,, 
Till vernal verdure clothe the trees. 
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Though Winter crown yon hoary hill, 
And snowy columns block each pass^ 

Midst summer-joys he re\^cls still, 

Blest with his CHi©**^aftd Jiis Glass ! 



His Glass supplies the solar fire, 

Kis Chloe's bteath the Zephyr^s gale. 

Her tuneful voice the woodland choir, 
Her bloom .^e roses of the vale. 



Nor e*cn can Ace's winter rend 

One blossom from his verdant houghs 

Still ^hall a vernal sun attend, 

And o'er him genial lustre throw. 

Hence through the changeful year he lives^ 
Nor heeds the seasons as they fly ; 

Tastes what the present moment gives. 
Nor for the future heaves a sigh. 

* See Note (L) at the En<l of the4>ook^ 
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WRITTEN, IN A SPRING MORNING 

OM THE 

BJKKS OF THE CJLDEJr, 



3 



1 H E vernal pride, that hangs thy shorej, 
Tells me, bright Stream, the storms are Q^er, 
And gives its beauties^ as I pass, . 
Inverted on thy w^t^iy glags : 
Where coldly beat the icy show^, 
ImpearPd in dew, I see the flower ; 
Where late the drifted piles arose, 
Green rise the shades where swains repose i 
And, o^er the lately-withor^d mead, 
I see a living verdure spread ;, 
While vernal breezes, as I rove, 
Bear thy sweet murmurs through the grove* 

But while, on halcyon wing, the hours 
Thus gently glide o^er sun-gilt bow'rs, 
In vain I trace th^ landscape o'er. 
To catch the views that pleased before ! 

B 2 
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This pansied walk, that osierM glade, 

Where once with Youth and Health I stray'd^ 

Some image of past pleasure give. 

That bids my present sorrow live. 



Perhaps yon valley *,s on whose breast 
The griefs of former hours found reft. 
When Youth adorn'd Lifers future page 
V/ith Hopes, unrealized by Age ! 
May wake Reflection's pleasmg train. 
And call some Joy to life again. 
Ah, no ! though there the blushing rose^ 
In all its blossomed lustre, blows ; 
Though there seraphic music floats. 
In Nature's v/ild, untutor'd notes ; 
Though Love and Youth, undimm'd by Care 
Their genial sun-shine scatter there ; 
In vain I greet, vath Welcome^s smile, 
The joys that crov/n my native soil : 
The sigh, that from my bosom steals., 
The griefs I strive to hide reveals! 
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"^ The Vale of Seberchabi, 






S^ 



Ye Village Swains, with garlands gay^^ 
O gamifh not the shrine of May ; 
Around it let no roses breathe, 
But flowVs of saddest colour wreath, 
To tell the Youths, who revel round, 
How near to Pleasure, Gsiief is found! 



THE HJRVEST^HOME.^ 



W HiLE, in yon sweet, sequestered vale 
(The seat of many a pleasure calm) 5 

The song, and dance, and mirthful tale 
Attended Stre phones Harvest^Horne; 

Palemon rose, a hoary swain, 

ReverM for philosophic thought ; 

And, to the youthful village train. 

This sacred lore of Wisdom taught : 

* See Xote .<;I'I.) , 
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^^ Ye jovial Swains, whose florid prirn^ 

" Bids Mirth attend the circling hours, 

" Soon, ah soon I the hand of Time 

^\ Shall rob you of your brightest flow'rs! 

^^ Go, mark yon oak, whose grateful shade 
^^ Late screened you from the mid-day heat 

^^ Go, mark its leafy honours fade, 

^^ Laid by the cold blast at your feet ! 

" Haste, th^n, in Youth's swIft-roUing days, 
*^ To eain thos^ charms that still ens:aq:e, 

^^ That chqer the mind in Life's decays, 
*^ And blocm beneath the snov/ of AcEe 






A.nd you, ye sprightly Nymphs, who strev/ 
" The path of Life with many a flow'r ; 
^' Who, to the beat of Pleasure true, 
" Give splendour to the flying hour : 

" Say, Damsels, say, though Lovers sigh, 

" And own, with heaving breasts, your s'w'ay, 



MISCELLANIES. 



V 



*^ Are not the conquests of the eye 
^^ But the short triumphs of a day ? 

*^ Believe me, Nymphs, the heart will rove, 

^^ Touched by no powV but Beauty's grace 5 

^^ And cold will grow that youthful love, 
^* Raised by no magic but the Face i 

^' Soon shall your summer-roses fallj, 

*^ V/hen on them Agi.^s winter blows ; 
*^ When the chill'd breast^ at Pleasure's call^ 
^' With youthful joys no longer glows« 

^^ But if you bid the bosom i^^^V 

. " The glow which mental charms impart, 
'^^ Then not one feature Age fliall steal 
" That holds die empire of the heart; 

^^ Still, midst the genial beams of Spring^ 
" The ravci^d^^ fair progeny shall dwell, 

^r Though Ruin, on the whirlwind's wifig^^ 
^' DsscexKl upon yon roseate delL*' 
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^Twas thus the hoary-headed sv/ain. 
Revered for philosophic thought, 

To all the youthful village train 

The sacred lore of Wisdom taught. 
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THE PROSPECT 



These line^ were written at Sebercham, m the month pf May^ 

i , ■ ■ 

on an eminence that commanded a fine view of a rich and 
cultivated country^ ^f hill and dale, ^^ood and water; and 
^re supposed to come from a Friend, -who-was at that time 
preparing to leave Cumberland, In order to pursue the mer- 
cantile line of life in one of our West-India Islands* 



OEE this garf landsca]^, that extends «o wide— 
The plains of Cumbria cloth 'd m vernal pride : 
Where dreiry wilds and barren prospects frownM, 
See Cultivation spreads her treasures round; 
Athirst fojr blo©d^ where prowPd the savage <xain«) 
The peaceful laixlbtins gambol o^er ajbe plain j 
Where Nat>ure^s charnsksand vernal i^oomswer efew. 
Art spreads her rival beawties to the ykw; 
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Here Grandeur revels in the spacious dome,, 
And there the Peasant^s carol cheers his home ; 
Here, crown'd with garlands, strays the Village Maid, 

And there the wearied Woodman wreathes his shade. 



Blest natives they ! v^ho, at the peep of dawn. 
Scale the proud hill, or musing, range the lawn j 
Blest natives they ! who Flora's scenesr behold — 
The lily blossom and the rose unfold : 
But scenes like these no more shall shed delight. 
No more, with native beauties, lure my sight ! 
In distant lands, beyond the Western Main, 
I haste, to mingle with Trade's busy train ; 
Where vertic suns, that torrid fervour pour, 
Check the grove's music and the vernal flow'r. 
Yet long shall Memory's eye, with rapture, roam 
^Mid the bright joys that bless'd my native home i 
Long shall yon bow'r, that courts the zephyr's gale- 
Yon stream, that winds down Seb'ram's"^' verdant vale- 
Long shall yon bank — yon grove of ancient trees — » 
Return, to view, and still return to please. 

* ContracHou of Sebcrghaa* 



10 MX8C&LLAK1ES. 



Adieu Britannia ! o*er thy favoured isle. 
May Trade and Commerce, nurs'd by Fr e edo M,smile ! 
Adieu ye Fair ! CreaticHi's brightest part> 
Who long in chains have held my captive heart ; 
And thou, Amanda, to my bosom dear. 
Take, at this parting hour, a Lover's tear ! 
'Tis the best tribute I can pay to thee — 
What more can come from Sorrow, and from me ? 



WRITTEN UNDER 

THE AUTHOR'S PORTRAIT, 



O'er what th' ingenious artist has pourtray'd) 
In all the harmony of light and shade. 
Advance, resistless Time, with lingering pace, 
That in the lines surviving Friends may trace 
The speaking features, when in silence rest, 
Within the tomb, the sorrow^s of mj breast I 
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THE PJSSTNG-^BELL. 



These Stanzas were written on hearing the Passing-Bell, while 
in company of some young Ladies, 



As slowly winds the knell around. 
Soft echoed by each lonely dell. 

The Hermit greets the circling sounds 
And bids it linger in his cell. 

But v/hy, unwelcome Bell, intrude 

Thy notes of sadness on mine ear ? 
Why, with thy mournful tidings, cloud 

The sun-shine of Youth's vernal year ? 

What! in the shades of Thought and CarE; 

Must I, with pensive bosom, rove, 
When sweetly smile the Cumbrian Pair, 

And all around is mirth and love? 
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What swain on wItlierM leaves will pause. 

Or to a shaded valley run, 
When sweet, on banks of roses, glows 

The morning or meridian sun ? 

Gay Youth and BeautV^s radiant day 
Will but a while their flow'rs supply | 

^Tis time enough, when these decay. 
To sit In shade J to thinks and sigh ! 



WRITTEN ON A BLANK LEAF OF 

DR. STUART'S HiSTORf 
of the Reign of 

MARY qUEEN OF SCOTS, 



^Q^> ^^B ^B^ 

yV HEN beauteous Mary's adverse fate 
Led her, to rule the Scottish state. 
From Gallia^s polifli'd plains. 
Where social mirth and thoughts refixi'd, 
457 soft indulgence, cheer*d the mind. 
And taught the sprightly strains ? 
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Faction rag'd round her native coast. 
Where rough, rude manners were a boa^t. 

And beauty was a crime ! 
In vain her mental blossoms spread- 
In vain her charms their lustre shed 

O^er Youtli's unsullied prime : 

Dark Calumny, with subtle art. 
In ambush aim'd its poison^ dart 

Against her future fame ; 
Till, friend of Truth, a Stuart rose, 
ExposM the malice of her foes. 

And clear 'd her injured name. 

As long as Beauty knows to please. 
By graceful, unaffected ease, 

And Nature's feelings sway j 
Soon as her tragic tale we hear, 
Cojnpassion*s eye shall drop the tear^ 

And mild affections play. 
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The classic pea^^/pr ^wVy pagef. 
No more shall justify th^ age,. 

Or vamisli o'er its crimes ; 
Like CynthiHf through tl^e shades of night, 
Yair Mary, m 2, rpbe of light. 

Shall shine to future times* 



JPFROJCH OF WINTER. 



In woods no more t^e feat^erM throng 

Pour native musicj on the gale ; 
And, heard you not the harvest-song ? 

Its last notes linger in the vale. 

Where are the walks tJiat blush'd with flow'rs, ? 

And where the western breeze th?v^ b?eath*d 
Its pilfer'd sweets to scent tlie how'rs, 

WhichPEACE and calm Contentment wreath'd.^ 

* Georo* Buchanan. f Dr. Williaiw l^bpERtsoN, 
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Since now no fragrant blojsoms blo'^. 
And D'esolation sweeps the ground^ 

Come, Winter ! teach me how to draw 
A moral from tlie t-uins round. 



The sober thouglit, to virtue dear, 
Thy dreary walks shall furnish still 

Still sweetly, on my pensive ear. 
Shall fall the murniurs of the rilL 



Oft through yon desolated grove. 
Where maiiy'a fided'flow'ret lies ! 

At evening's shadowy hour I'll rovtf. 
Regardless of the frowning skies. 

And oft I'll to the lonely <lel}. 
Or to the russet heath repair, 

To hear the distant village-bell 

Sweiet vibrate on th' expanse of air- 



If, on the wild wing of the blast, 
The Demon of Destruction fly 
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May then some rush-light, o*er the waste, 
With friendly beams, direct the eye. 

Adieu ! ye glittering scenes, adieu ! 

That stole my heart from Peace and Truth j. 
That promised pleasure, while you threw 
Illusive splendour o*et my youth I 

Time, to all pictured bliss a foe. 

Proclaims, as through its wastes we range. 
That all our joy is absent woe. 

And all our life progressive change ! 



SIMPLICITY: 



A PASTORAL. 



\J Shepherds, how sWeet are tlie bowVs, 
That rise on the verge of yon grove ! 

I wove there a garland of flowVs, 

To give to the nymph whom I love. 
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In native attractib'ils arrayed. 

Till -Nature decay fhe wHl Telgn ; 
Her praises be sung by each maid, 
_ And Envy will flout her in vain^ 



Her air has the Ihagic of ease, 

Her manners Jlre artless and free ; 

Her voice is as soft as the breeze 

That istfrs the gfe^n leaf on the trece 

Long, long on the plains has she smiPd 
With sweetness, untaught to deceive ; 

The light of her eye is as mild 

» 

As the sun-beam, when mellow'd at eve ! 

Oft on ^ome soft bank she reposes. 
To catch all the sweets of the gale ; 

"Her garlands are made of the roses. 
That bloom in the grove or the vale. 

Her breast, that is always at ease> 
The wild notes of Nature apjproves^ 

C3 
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The streamlet that plains to the breeze, 

And the music that comes from the groves. 

Iler songs to the ShephercJs can give 
A s\vee,tness that softens the breast ; 

Can bid brightest images 4ive 

In the bosom that Sorrow has presto 

This Damsel (the theme of my praise), ' 

Who steals from the notice of Famc^ 

■'."■' ^ 

In vallies and woodlands oft strays— 
Simplicity there is her name. 



^ TO, 4 ypUNG LADY,^ . 

On seeing' a Performance of hers in Needle-JFork i 

Tlie subject taken from - . 

THE STORY OF PALEMON AND LAVINIA, 
i»N Thomson's seasons. "^' 



X-iATiNiA lives ! her beauties, tracM by you, 
In all their sweet simplicity, we view ; : ' 
All what e'er won the heart, or pleas'd the eye, 
Your art, ingenious Nymph, forbids to die : 
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The tale that NATURE^s^Bard so sweetly told. 

In all Its tender interests, you unfold ; 

Those down-cast looks,those artless charms,that stole. 

With force resistless, on Pa lemon's soul, 

Still o'er the bosom reign with magic powV, 

And still shall reign till Time's remotest hour* 

Nor less the widow*d Mother shall engage— 
Her virtues blooming through the sijow of age- 
Through the dark shades that wrap Misfortune's cell. 
When every summer -friend has bid fareweL 
'Deep in a vale, this pattern of the Fair 
Attends her Daughter with a guardian's care ; 
Far from the busy walks of life retires, 
To teach what Morals claim, what Heav'n requires. 
To give the ductile mind unfading charms. 
And guard its passes with ether I al arms. 



I. * ■< ■fci 
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XOi^i) LONSDALE'S CAMPAIGN;^ 



^AN HEROIC BALLAD. 



^XVnira, ViVtarn^tie' cano. '— ' Vf^c. 



Jn 1^15, Avhen the Scotch Rebels had entered Cumberland, the 
Esift iaf LbVsfDALi?, lis Lord Lfeute'nSicirt, raked Ihie Peasants 
of that County, en massey with a view of giving battle to the 
Insurgents, or, at least, of impeding Hheir progress. The 
number ^f Peasants iv^ho ?'rase -at "his summons cannot be 
exactly ascertainedj but, from the extent of ground they 
^^^avered, tlfey ^coalii tiot^itidiikit to feirt^r "than 10,000,— -a 
body of men that would not have been easily overcome, if 
th^ir feVfns ^'ntl discipline had been as ftfrmidable as their 
numbers. Of this army two-thirds were armed with sitfaes, 
bill-hooks, atidpf fell forks; the remainder with rusty spears, 
swords, and m^^kets, which had laid 'Jteaceably in the-chi'm- 
ney since the fighting days of OL:Iver Cromwell. The 
ploc^ of recrttezvous ti'as YtMrHh^Ftll^ j(n ^xtetisfve Conimon 
near the town of Penrith, The Earl of Lonsdale wa3 
Commander'*ih Chfef, an^^the celebrated Dr. NrcHoL son. 
Bishop of Carlisle, his Lieutenant-GeneraU 

The events of th< day, as related to the Author by one who had 
a share in it-S ^^g/o^, gave rise to t!he^fdllOMilig HtRotC 
Ballad. 



^L Wessengo. t^ Lonsdale came— 
'' Rise, Son of Marsy'' (he cried), 

*^ In Glory's list enrol thy name, 
" And be thy country's pride. 

^ See Note (UL) 
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" The hungry clans of Scotia's wastes, 
** Like wolves, have issuM forth, 

" Wild as the fury of the blasts. 
" That sweep the gelid North. 

** Ev*n now o'er English ground they spread,. 

" And scatter pale dismay ,^ 
**^ By hunger and rebellion led :. 

" Fierce rapine marks their wziy ! 

<* Raise, raise with speed, the hardy race 
" That Cumbrian mountains boast ; 

** And march with all a warrior's pace 
« To fight the rebel-host." 

Lord Lonsdale soon, with spirits warm. 

Found all his bosom glow; 
He swore the prowess of his arm • 

Should lay each rebel lowo 



^ C ^1 1 >f^. ^ 
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• ^e gi'tiiW^nlns mariial Belit, 
In which'liis gutly * ^ung, 
Whose edge the hostile Gaul had felt, 
V/hen IVf A'RLia'Rou d h's fame was riing. 

He plac'd a btigle to his 'jnout3j. 

And blew a blaist So loud. 
That all the Bdw^r of CuMnan youth. 

Came hast'riiiig'ihV'croivd. 



^* What lieVs? %hat rieWs? puissant Lbrd," 

( With singled voifclK'ey-sai'd); 
" What rfieatis that dreaoful, tlireat*nihg 'sword, 

■♦< That hdmetbn thy lieaiV' 

I 

^* To armsV' fhe cri'e^), ** ye gallaht Swains, 

" And rise dt Glory'^s call; 
** With coui'age guard your native plains, 
** Your freedom, and 'yotir all. 

* Gully, which here signifies a sword, is the provincial 
name of a large knife, with which the Peasants of the aort^era 
counties cut their lar^e brov/n Ioaves« 
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*^ For fierce Rej^^llion, li£ts his arm 
^^ Against the King and Laws, 

*^ Fills all the land with wild alarm, 
*^ And scatters ina,nx wq.^sI 

^ To arms ! aticj let your njjght; be tri^d 

" Against a daring foe, 
^^ I'll be your leader, be your guide, 

*^ And yijw your courage glow^'^ 

On this a sliput of valour burst. 
That mad? the welkin rins i 

Witli one accordant voice they curst 
Ea?h Tr^itqr to their Kiug* 

Such were the herpes of out soil-::^ 
Their shouts \vere heard that dzj^ 

From Penrith town to merry Carlishy 
Full eigh^^jeo ^^les ^^,^ I 

W,ell armM with gun, or sithe, or spear. 
They sought th' embattled field 5 . 
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Ev'n many a tailor stout was there. 
With lapbOM-^ for a shield 

The musketeers f all in a row, 

Their rusty arms displayed ; 
The sithe-men felt their valour glow, 

Proud of a lengtli of blade. 

The thimhle-men their weapons drew— 
Dread arms! to stab or maul ; 

And swore the Highland clans should rue 
They crossed the Roman wall:*— - 

YeSj they their glittVing sheers unsheathed, 
Snapp'd theni with main and might, 

And bloody deaths to Scotchmen breath 'd. 
Should they turn out to fight. 

The Bishop, who had doffed his gown 
And put his armour on. 



* The vail of Severus, built upon Adrian's ra-mpart, 
and extending from Sohv?y Frith to the Gernian Ocean, 
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Said that, ere George should lose the crown, 
His holy blood should run. 

Amidst the crowd he took his standi 

In military guise ; 
And, circled by so brave a band^ 

He felt his courage rise. 

And, to a mighty Captain changM, 

He m^rshalPd all the force ; 
For oft on paper ^ he had rang'd 

Whole bands of foot ^nd horse. 

The ranks all widely spread the plain,, 

The files were only thin. 
That, if the foe the day should gain, 

Their heels might save their skim 

-Lor^ Lonsdale, with approving eye. 
Surveys his army round ; 

'^ The Bishop was the author of several historical works. 
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Each -man, he thought, would rather die 
Than quit an inch of ground* 

Just as the sun had reached its height 

The rebel van drew near; 
Their arms, in bold reflexSted light. 

To ev'ry eye appean 

Lord LoNSD^iLE said, ^^ my -lads give flre^ 
** The crack may make them run, 

** May make them from the field retire, 
^^ And then the victory's won/* 

The Bishop also thought the same, 

Who like a hero stood ; 
He thought his men would gather fame 

Without the cost of blood* 



Tiie lads, then, with their muskets bold; 
Made all ihe valleys rattle ; 

They frightened many a raven old^ 

And many a herd of cattle. 



^ 
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Old Grandams, sitting in the nook, 
Heard the dread echoes roll ; 

Cried (as their hoary heads they shook). 
*^ Qod bless our merry men aft !^^ 

But though this martial thunder reached 
The ears of England's foe — 

A dreadful psal! that might have bleach 'J 
Each face as white as snow! — 



The Scotchmen slackened not their pace, 
But made their bagpipes play ; — 

Intrepid features in each fage 
Foretold a bloody day! 

On this Lord Lonsdale gave a figh— 
The sigh that terror sends — 

And said, " Behold the rebels nigh! 
^' My trusty Cumbrian friends : 

<^ These bloody, fierce, rebellious Turksj 
^^ "l^Tio ne'er with pity heave, 
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^^ With ugly knives and murderous dirks/^; 
" Will hole us like a sieve. 



^* To faithful stumps we'll trust our lives,. 

*^ And fly, lest we should fall ; 
" You to your sweethearts and your wlves^ 

«* And I to Lcwther-kalLY' 

* 

On this he sheath'd his peaceful sword^ 
And turn'd his charger's head, 

While with him, too, the rev'rend Lord,, 
The mitred warrior:}:, fled. 

Bold Lonsdale, as he hurried home,. 

Lost, lost his flaming bl^^de ; 
But, since he found his spirits calm, 

He needed not its aid* 



* A short spear used by the Highland. Wo 
\ A seat of the Lonsdale family, near Penritin 

\ See Note (IV,) 
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The Bishop galn'd his snug retreat*, 
Thank'd Heav'n he breath'd the air ; 

And all his bliss had been complete, 
Had not ills head been hare. 



Por, ah ! when on a length of road 

His troubles waxed great, 
The thatch, which hat and wig bestow' dc, 

Unkindly left his patel . . 

Two faitliful friends, who near him stood^p 
Thus spoke without delay : _ 

** We fear, my Lord, you've lojst some blood. 
** As well as wig, this day. . . 



^^ Wh^^ is your furrow' d cheek so wan? 
•* Why trembles all your frame? 

With muskets, has th' ungodly clan 
^^ Ta'en at you deadly aim?'^ 



M 



>* 



* Rose Castle, (the episcopal seat) is^a.sweet rural retiremeut 
in the neighbourhood of CarJisJe<, 
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" iVe lost no blood/' (the Bishop said), 
• " I've sav'd my skin from balls ; 
^^ From cleaving swords I've sav'd my head^ 
^^ And reached these peaceful walls ^ 

'^ A hostile tree, with branches rude, 

" Laid hold of hat and wig, 
" As trophies for the rebel crowd, 

" Whose courage waxed ii)ig.'* 



"We'll go, we'll go '* (the friends replied) 
" And seek the wig in haste ; — 

**^ We'll search the road on every side, 
** Where'er yoiir head has past.'* 

Then, With a daring air and mien, 
March 'd on these trusty luenj 

Shot, as they went, their glances keein 
Through many a bushy glen. 

Just at they reach'd a lonely glade^ 
Where oaks extended round, 



5* 
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They saw a Matron, in the shade. 
Lie, death-like, on tlie ground. 

They rais'd her up — she told a tale 
That trembled on her tongue ; 

Then poiiited, with a finger pale, 
Where hat an(i wig were hung: 



* That wig " (quoth she) " that waves oji highj 

" Upon yon oaken bough, 
' With foretop pointing to the sky, 

** Gaus'd nie to swoon below! 



*' I thought that, though the wig was grcy^ 

^^ It held a bloody head ; 
*^ That some religious man this day, 

*' By ruffian Hands had bled V' 

> 

'^^ The men replied, ^* Good Matron, know 
" Yon wig's unstain'd with blood ; 

^* Its owner, safe from ev'ry foe, 
** Lies snug in yonder wood*.'^ 

^ Rose Castle is almost circled with a wood. 
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On this there rose a welcome blast, 

That shook each tree around, 
And laid the hat and wig, in haste, 

Soft on the verdant ground*. 

The men then tied them on a pole, 

Ev'n with a thcng of leather 5 
And reach'd, though late, the Bishop's hallp 

In spite of wind or weather^ 

At ev^ry gate, with cudgels rude. 

They knocked with all their pow'r : 

The Bishop cried, " Who knocks so loud, 
"At this untimely hour.' ^ 

■>..■> 
Quoth they^ " We are your friends, and beat- 

" The hat and wig you lost, 

" When, liking not their martial air, 

** You fled the rebel host. 



-/ 



** If you believe our honest word, 
*< This wig (your noddle's pride 
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^* Has proved more fatal than the sword 
** That dangled at your side. 

" For by it, in a lonely dell, 

" Midst oaks of wond'rous strengtli,. 
" A hoary-headed matron fell, 

" And measur'd out her length!" 



" You joke,^ you joke (the Bishop said)> 
« Ne'er tell so strange a tale : 

" But, since I've sav'd both wig and head^ 
" Go, tap a cask of ale/* 

They tapped a cask right merrily, 

Fiird oft the drinking-honi ; 
They drank, till all the blushing sky 

Announced th' approach of morn^ 

Now turn we to the CumSrhn lads. 
Whose valour seem'd so fierce i 
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Soon as they spied the Tartan Plaids ^> 
They started on their course: 

They dofF^d their clogsf , and eke their coatr/ 

And threw their weapons down ; 
Their lives they valu'd, in their thoughts, 
More dear than Geoicge's crown. 

All those, whose legs beneath their Load 

Grew wearied -In the flight. 
Within old hollow oaks were stowed. 

Or earthed with brocks :{; all night. 

Those who were lean, and lank, and thin, 

Soon gained tlieir ingle-sides J} 
Well pleasM to see their kith and kin^^. 
And bonny lovely brides, 

* The loose, variegated doaics worn by tlic Scotch Highlanders. 
f A sort of woodea shoes worn by the Peasants of Cuaiberland* 
{ Badgers, § Fire-sides, 

U A Scottish phrase, signrfyino; acquaintance and kindredc 
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n'RITTEN IN A SPRING MORNING. 



Frigora jam Zephyr! minuunt. — Ovid. 



v-?N ev'ry bank and opening lawn^ 
By Nature^s hand profusely thrown^ 
Soft-rising flowerets greet the view^ 
With petals fiU'd \snth morning dew; 
The spreading tree, the verdant glade 
For wearied Peasants for a shade; 
While many a Shepherd^s artless song^ 
In notes melodious, pours along— 
Now fills the Tale with notes of love. 
Now joins the chorus of the grove* 
The storm that ragM o'er yonder plain^^ 
That lieav'd the billows of the main, , 
Has fled, and left the vernal gales 
To breathe their softness o'er the valeSo 



Ye Virtuous few ! whose sorrow 75o ws 
On whom Misfortu:<e coldly blows; 



? 
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Who wander friendless o^er Lifers waste^ 

Expos'd to many a ruthless blast ; 

Let future prospects sooth to rest 

The present griefs that heave your breast 

For see Life's wint'ry tempest fly, 

And Heav'K's eternal sunshine nigli!' 



»«-*-*■ 
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SHJKSPEJRE, 

THE WARWICKSHIRE THIEF.* 



IjRANT that our Bard betray'd, as want opprestj 
The embryo villain lurking in his breast ; 
And, to the loss of mad, vindictive Tom f. 
Made his small pot with venison smoke at home ; 
How sunk this day^s adventure to that hour 
When he from Madam Natuiwe stole her powV| 

* Shakspeare was prosecuted by Sir Thomas Lucy iot 
istealing deer out of his parks. 

f Sir Thomas Lucv> 
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And, armM wiiii it, raised contributions round. 
In ev'ry clime, wherever Man was found — 
All paid Mirth's raptures to his comic Muse — 
All gemm'd liis tragic walks with Sorrow's dews. 

Lord of his herds J if Justice Shallow^ brought, 
Before an angry bench, a venial fault, 
Why to our Bard are laureate honours paid. 
Who dar'd the Breast (the passions' seat) invade? 
Where o'er a subject-world he reigns alone. 
While all the subject-fibres guard his throne ! 



* Acharacterin Shakspeare's Merry Wives of Wind- 
sor, under which his prosecutor is saixl to be satirized. 
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TO A GENTLEMAl^ 

Who thought that 
A CERTAIN BEAUTIFUL YOUNG LADt 

HAD 

TOO MUCH OF THE COQUETTE 

IN HER BEHAVIOUR. 



W HY blame Eliza that she darts 

The smiles of Love on ev'ry swain ? 
Why grieve because so many hearts, 

With j)leasure, wear her golden chain ? 

Ah, William ! if on you her eye 
Should pour its undivided light. 

Soon from the stream jou^d wish to fly. 
And save your throbbing heart by flight- 

The Summet-sun's diffusive blaze 

Gives life to many a blushing rose j 

But quickly Its converging rays 

Would wither ev^ry flower that bkws \ 
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Theft, ^ith a grateml bosom, own 
The 7^/ercy of th' unrivalPd Fair ; 

The blaze, too great for you alone, 
She bids a hundred lovers share. 



Wri't-Fen in 1798, 

D U Pv I N G 

THE ILLUMINATIONS 

FOR 

ADMIRAL NELSOIV'S FICTGRY, 



\y IT H all a Bt'itOn's ardour, though I feeF 
A riskig transport for my country's weal ; 
Tliough, while around her press her numerous foes^ 
I p4-aiSe the patriot who supports her cause ; 
Though, from her gcn'rous soil, I ^ould not tear 
One laurel-sprig that Valour planteth there ; 
And, ^midst her triumphs, 'midst the gen'ral blaze^ 
Though my rush-light emit its feeble rays ;— 
Yet still, beneath ihe pomp ci War, I view 
Its train ojf hor2\^s> in their native hue : 
The dreadful thunder of the field I hear, 
And slaughtered hosts to Fancy's eye appear! 
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Some thousand captives/midst the dungeon^s gloom, 
Li blended sorrow, mourn their hapless doom! 
The widow'd mother, robb'd of ev'ry stay, 
Seeks the lone shed, to weep her hours away — 
Hangs o'er her infant charge, that calls in vain 
For him whose valour sought th' embattrd plain i 
Amidst this sad variety, of woe, 
Does not the breast wiLh Nature's feelings glow ? 
Does not the stream of human passions roll, 
In smoother current, o'er the melting soul ? 
Does not Ambition bid its triumphs close, 
And, 'midst the scattered ruins, make a pause ? 

O may no more the brazen trumpet's breath 
Sound, o'er the tented field, thxC charge of death ! 
No mere may hostih nations strive to raise 
A guilty fame on Conquest's faithless base ! 
But in the arts of Peace be truly great, 
And learn v/hat raises and what sinks a state ! 
Base is that powV, unstable, and confin'd, 
That rises on the ruins of mankind I 



y 
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But t3i^t soft prin<:ipk^ that opes the breast 
To ev^ry joy that makes another blest— 
That principle, by which our love is drawn 
To blend ano therms int Vests with our own — - 

Will widen all the circle of our joys^ 

And lessen ev'ry evil that annoys ; 

Round the vast circuit of the world will roam, 

And make, wherever Man is found, its home ! 



ADDRESSED TO 

THE RIGHT REF. RICHARD IFATSON 

BISHOP OF LANDAFF» 



JL Es ! mitred Watson, Freedom's sacred glo^ 
Illumes the laurels that adorn thy brcv/ ! 
High in Religion's sphere we see thee move, 
A living evidence of Christian love ; 
Behold thee rise in Favour's fost'ring hour 
Untainted by the flatt'ring touch of pow'r. 
And guard with dignity, from base controul, 
The manly independence of thy soul I 

E 3 
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When late, on Revelation's hallow'd ground, 
Arm'd with contempt, a daring foe^ was found, 
Th' inspirM page 'twas thine to trace, and shew 
Truth's reverend form, in undiminishM glow ; 
And where the Deist crept, 'tv/as thine to soar, 
On seraph wing, above Doubt's misty shore; 
For Revelation, bright in heav'nly dies, • 
Gave thy ascending thoughts their force to rise : 
Hence on those mystic patlis where Reasons ray 
C:?.n shed at most but an uncertain dayf; 
V/here to the Sceptic's eye a desert spreads, 
And on desponding Doubt its horrcrs sheds; 
Thy pious pen a living lustre throws, 
Till on the soul a World of Comfort glows! 



* Thomas Paine. f See Note (V.) 
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A PEEP INTO A MISER'S HUT. 



V-/NE Stormy day it was my lot 

To shelter in a Miser^s cot. 

Who had in land and money clear, 

At least twice fifty pounds a year. 

The good Wife welcomM me within, 

And hung my hat upon a pin : 

Says she, ^^ My poor old feeble spouse 

^' Betimes this morning left the house ; 

^' I hope to se^ him soon ixtum, 

^^ Loaden with sticks, with whins,* and fern/' 

Then of /;ard times she much complainM, 

And thought that Pitt too long had reigned ; 

Thought that he made provisions scant, 

And brought on wars, and strife, and want. 

Just as she spoke, old Gripe appears, 

Weigh'd down with sticks, and cares, and years % 

His hat was patched with many a clout. 

And blackened o'er with dirt and soot; 

^ FurzCf 
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His coat was tied with hempen strings, 

Lest blasts should take it on their wings j 

His face displayed the marks of care, 

And Age*s shears had thinn'd his^hair. 

Soon as he spied me on the floor. 

He lik'd the sericu4 phiz I wore ; 

Said to his Wife,—** Thiis Lad has graccj, 

** I see it in his hottest facfe ; 

** We'll have a blazing firfe to-day ; 

** The stranger surfe hias lost his way, 

** Is cold and Wet, lamd hungry too, 

" His nose and visage look so blue !" 

Gripe then, with slow and trembling hand. 

Gave to his fire a rotten wand j 

« Troth, Lad !*' (he said), « We'll have x flame, 

*^ As sure as Gripus is my name!'* 

To shew my complaisance, I broke 

My trusty staff of solid oak, 

And laid it on the sleeping fire. 

Till blithe the flames began t* aspire. 

Old Gripe, who never in his days 

Had seen so great and bright a blaze. 
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With pallid cheek, began to fear 
A general conflagration near ! 
Poor wretch ! he did not like the sinile 
That darted from the fiaming pile ! 
Quick to a water-pail he hied, 
And on the ingle ^ pourM a tide, 
That soon the daring flames supprest, 
And laid his anxious fears at rest. 
^Twas when the fire so briskly glowM, 
And to the view each object shew'd— 
Shev/d ev'ry corner to the sight, 
Where day had shed but partial light ; 
My busy eye began to roam, 
Licentious, round the Miser's homt ; 
What curious valuables I saw, 
IVe placed, with faithful pen, below. 

A shattered box ; a broken drawer j 
A pan half-burnt, or something more j 
A pot without a lid, and crack'd j 
An almanack, with parchment backM ; 

I*' A Scottish word for fire. 
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Two bowls of wood j three spoons of 'horn j 
Four piggins*, black with age, and worn ; 
A churn, girt with a woollen string ; 
A bhxhen scrub ; a gooseys wing ; 
A water-pail, made firm witli thongs ; 
A grate, with half a pair of tongs ; 
An earthen vase, with matiya tfa^i:; 
Four knives, with edge as broaii 'di baci: ;. 
A rusty fork, with broken prong ; 
A thivelf , scarce seven inches long ;. 
A pair of bellows, stifF and dried, 
That scattered wind from ev'ry side ;. 
An oaken plank, with mrassy feet, 
That serv'd for table and for seat'j 
Axhest, with Age's revVend mark,. 
That seem'd a fragrfierit of the Ark ; 
Two moulded sacks, one fil?d with oats, 
And one with remnants of old .coats j 



* A small wooden vessel. 

f A round piece of ■woo(t «Mth which the Peasalits Of Cufa-*- 
berjand stir tlieir basty-pudding. 
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A clouted hat, grown brown with years. 
And lately rounded by. the shears ; 
A 'bacco* pouch, hung on a pipe, 
Which an old grandsire left to Gripe ; 
A hoard of sticks, that formed a shed, 
Where rat^ and mice were daily bred j 
A blanket, hung in doubk fold, 
That serv'd for door to keep ©ut cold;j 
A window, patched ill ev'ry pane. 
That let in birds, and wind, and rain:; 
The arms, that in the chimney laid, 
^ade ev'ry thievish eye afraid— 
A pistol, with worm-eaten stock ; 
A musket, with just half a lock; 
An edgeless dagger, ready drawn, 
Ting'd with a colour nx)t its o?^^n^ 
And many a thing I s2?n^ beside, 
That will not in soft numbers glide j 
So I must name them in plain prose, 
Or let the curious schedule closer 

^ A coDtraction of tobacc#c 
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THE UNRELENTING VICTRESS. 



Nunquam misero vincla remittit Amor. 

TiBUL. 



VV H y, Eliza ! so severe ? 

Lighter let me bear thy chain ; 
Let some fairer view appear 
^ Than the frownings of disdain ; 
Brighter will thy laurels seem. 
If they spread to Pity's beam. 

Lately, free as wind or air. 

Through the World of Love I rov'd ; 
^Midst the glances of the Fair, .. 

With a victor's pride, I mov'd ; 
And could circling moments bring 
Greater triumphs on their wing ? 

But all human honours die ! 

Short, ah ! short is Freedom's date ! 



MISCELLANIES, 49 



Soon th' artillery of thine eye 

To my bosom brought its fate. 
As thy beauty^s magic stole 
All the ar77iQur of my soul ! 



•e 



When the merry god of<wini 
O'er my bosom did preside, 

Though his captive, Mirth was mine, 
-And my revels were his pride; 

While my glowing face did tell 

That the raptur'd heart was ^elL 

But, a slave to Eeauty^s powV, 
Sad the change my bosom feels 5 

Ev'ry season, ev'ry hour. 

Something from my comforts steals % 

Sighs I give to ev'ry gale. 

As I lopely walk the vale* 

Ev'n wheiiL Memory brings to view 
Smiling scenes that pleas'4 before^, 
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Soon the virion bids adieu— 

Soon the fancied bliss is o*er ; 
Hope attendeth but to throw 
Treacherous light upon my woe ! 

If, Eliza, in thy smiles 

Some more artful rival lives, 

Think, O tbink ! my heart recoils 

At the pov/'r that Flatt'^y gives; 

Sure the bosom's throbbings prove 

That with guileless soul I love. 

When at times a rebel-thought, 

Arm'd with pride, attempts to rise, 

Soon the conquered heart is taught, 
That the lot of slaves is sighs 1 

That a Lover's life or death 

Trembles on a Fair One's breath 1 



Hoary Tim e1 O bring thine aid^ 
Break the spell of Beauty's dpirts. 
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O'er Eliza cast a shade — 

Such a shade as Age imparts ; 
Hace her harmless to my view, 
Ere I take my last adieu ! 



THE FAIR RECLUSE. 

jNo more with Beauty's noon»tide beams 
Fair Mary, gild embow'ring shades j 

No more with rapture talk of streams^ ' 
Or the sweet cadence of cascades. 



O'er polish'd life expand thy sails, 

To nymphs less fair leave groves and plains ; 
Ah! what to thee are woods and vales, 

Where reign the rude loves of the swains ! 

*Tis true that lovely Peggy bears, 
In ev'ry radiant glance a dart ; 



F 2 



52 MISCELLANIES. 



^Tis true that Nancy's graceful airs, 
By soft enchantment wins the heart : 

But short shsll parilal Beauty reign, 
With powV despotic, o'er the breast ; 

iSoon shall its lovers break its chain, 

And be once more with Freedom blest ! 



Since, rural Nymph, from thee alone 

Each charm strikes with concenter'd ray^ 

Drive twilight Beauties from their throne, 
And give the world 772crid:an day. 

Oft has the poet^'s pencil spread 

Its fair creations to the sight ; 
Oft o'er some favVite damsel shed 

The tints that glow with living light ! 

But vv^hen, to seek this faultless Fair, 
We throw o'er life th' ii} quiring eye. 

Our v/earied search but meets Despair, 
That bids the pictured beauty 6x^ \ 
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Then, Mary, from the lonely shad^^ 
O haste ! in Beauty^s glowing hue^ 

In Virtue's splendid robes array'd. 
And realize what Fancy drew! 



r 



Kear the Castle of CARLISLE are groniag Two or Three 
AGED Elms, ^hich, if tradition may be ciedlted, wefc 
planted by the fair hand of MARY, QUEEN OF SCQTS, 
during her confinement there. Under their venerable shade 
the following Stanzas were written. 



^T 



Jjeneath these Elms, with hoary moss o'ergroVv^i} 
That o'er the dark moat throw their revVend 
boughs ; 

Wliile Evening^s colours steal o^er hill and lawn» 
Oft let my bosom melt o'er Map.v's woes I 

As stars, eclipsM while pours the blaze of day^ 
Emit their splendour in the hour of night ^ 

Soy when no longer Fortune gave its ray, 
Her opening virtues gent a clearer livght*. 



^ S 
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UnskllPd to trace the labyrinth of state, 
Or the still darker mazes of the heart, 

She thcuglit Eliza, from the storms of fate, 
A hospitable shelter would Impart. 

V 

But soon, too soon ! she found that IIope had shed 
Vain and ddusi%?« lights o'er her distress ; 

Swift as a morning- dream the vision fied, 

Aad ev'ry moment made her comforts l^ss ! 

Mb 

Eden I 'tv/as thine, with many a murmur sweet, 
To scatter bright delirium o'er her soul ; 

Soft on the shore she heard thy surges beat. 

Bright down the channel saw thy current roll ! 

Oft to this bank/ now shaded o'er with trees, 
Wfth slow and pensive steps she would retire. 

When round each turret sigh'd the Evening-breeze, 
And Day's last colours lingered on yon spire. ^ 

Here ofr, in hue reflected, would retuni 

Views of the past, obscurM by many a woe ; 
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Here for her hapless country she would mourn— 
For friends m exile, and for friends laid low ! 



Here many a form of woe would wander near, 
As Memory's eye the depths of time re-trac'd ; 

Here Scotia's smoking ruins would appear— 
Her altars overturned — her fields laid waste ! 



Here, Murray^! here thine image oft would rise — > 

/• 
Not in the melting hue Affection bears. 

Not in the glow that brightens Nature's ties — 

But in the fiend-like form that Treach'ry 

wears ! 



Yet on her mental eye, at times, would steal 

Gleams of that bliss which gilt her former hours ; 

Oft Mem'ry's rich reflection would reveal 

Those plains where Love and Pleasure flung 
their flow'rs. 



Yes I- many a long-lost joy would live again. 
And, with a lambent light, illume her eye ; 

* Sec Note (VI.) 
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Soft o^er her soul tk' illusive bliss v/ould reign^ 
And for a whik suspend the deep-drawn sigh I 

Eliza 1 hadst thou raised the fallen Queen, 

By Nature's soft impulsive feelings drawn ;^' 

Then would thy setting hours ^ have shone serene, 
And Vijr.tue's sweet reflections been thine ov/n ! 



But 'mid thy projects for the public weal, 
^Mid the fine glov/ings of a patriot's flame, 

Oft on thy soul was Envy known to steal, 

And throw his shadowy tints around thy fame* 

Ev'n with the weakest foibles of the Fair 

Thy mind's high dignity was colour'd o'er ; 

Beauty's soft languish. Youth's affected air, 

And Love's f gay smiles, prevail'd at grave 
threescore ! 



Mary, farewel ! more noted lyres than mine 
Have to thy beauty's praise resounded loner • 

* See Kote (VII.) f See Note (Vlll) 
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Still, dovm the stream of time, shall woes like thine 
Swell the full tide of elegiac song ! 

Thanks tathe pen* that traced thy tragic tal^, 
Through its deep windings, with a gen'rous carej 

Now, like a rose fresh opening to the gale, 

We see thy Fame rs pure as thou wasty2^/>/ 



WRITTEN, DURING A Fx\LL OF SNOW., 

IN THE 

. Remarkable Sprhig of 1799^ 



When, from the Severity of the Weather, no marks of 
Vegetation appeared till near the end of May. 

JLVuTHLEss Winter o'er the plains 
Still, with pow'r despotic, reigns ; 
Rudely o'er May's bosom throws 
His unwelcome hoard of snows. 
All is desolation round— 
Not a flow'ret to be found-l 



^ Alluding to Mr. Whitaxer's able vludicati^u of the 
unfortunate Princess. 
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Not a song, from woods or deUs, 
E.ound my sylvan arbour swells! 

Come, O come ! thou god of day ! 
With thy warm, prolific ray ; 
Nurs'd by bright and genial skies, 
Soon shall blushing verdure rise j 
Soon shall Flora's infant train 
Smile on ev'ry bank and plain j 
Softest zephyrs round shall rove, 
Sweetest songsters cheer the grove ; 
And the Mu s e shall leave her bow*rs 
At the breath of morning hours, 
And, beside some murm'ring stream,; 
Gilded by the solar beam, 
3hall untutored music bring 
To the breathing choh* of Spring. 
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JDDRESS TO rVlNTER. 



Dtern Winter, though thy rulHan po"w*r 
Shall wither ev'ry Summer-fiow'r ; 
Though, through the leafless grove and dell 
Thy storms, with ruthless anger, swell ; 
Though vales, where late the zephyrs past, 
Shall feel the malice of thy blast ; 
Though streams, in icy fetters bound, 
No more shall send their murmurs round j 
Though, from the wood and bufliy dell 
-Sweet Nature's notes no more shall swell:— 
Tet shall you bow'r that c?l-owns the mead, 
In all a Summer's sunshine spread. 
And, through each changing hour, defy 
The threat'nings of a frowning sky : 
For there the rose of Pleasure blows, 
Untouched by dark December's snows ; 
There the soft eye of Beauty streams 
With radiance piwe as vernal beams I 
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Love /f/;^r^, in spotless. garment drest, 
Holds gentle empire o'er the breast. 
And there^ with spirits light as air^ 
Beats the gay heart that knows no care 
T/?ereYovTn prepares the choral song. 
Or moves, in measured step, along, 
Feels all the beatmg bosom move 
To all the harmony of love ! 
T^^re AcFy unbiirthen\l, seems to taste 
Once more the pleasures of the past. 
And bids its bosom sympathize 
With evVy joy that round it flies. 

Then, "Winter, with thy ruffian' blast, 
Go ! sweep the deserts of the waste ! 
The Sun that cheers the rural bow'r. 
Owns not, like changing skies, thy powV^ 
The stoiTn that bids the valley mourn. 
Makes social hearths but brighter burn. 
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THE GREEN SHJDE. 



^These Stanzas were addressed to an accomplished Young Lady, 

on her presenting the Author with a GREEN SILKEN 

SHADE, to break the glare of the Candle 

during his Night-Studies. 



X HY friepKlly kindness, beauteous Maid I 

Deserves a Poet^^ grateful praise : 
Secure beneath the Silken Shade, 

The eye now braves the candle's blaze^ 

But jsay, O lovely Damsel ! say, 

When Beauty pours a stream of light 
What v^il can break the dazzling ray, 

And from its force protect the 3ight ? 

Ev'n should We turn from thee the eye. 
To shun the beams that pour along 5 

Vain, ah, vain ! Vve strive to fly. 

Caught by the magic of thy tongue ! 

G 
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Nor will hoar Age, that beauty fears, 
Obscure one genuine charm of thine ; 

For, through the gather'd shade of years, 
^The lustre of thy wit will shine. 



FJSTORJ'S COMPLAINT. 



A PASTORAL, 

iNo more the flow'ry vales are dear, 
(The fair Pastora cried); 

The absent Strep h on claims a tear^ 
To whom my heart is tiede 



Relentless War has torn that Swain 

From happiness and me ! 
The blossom, in the grove or plain, 

Was hot so pure as he. 

Come, Winter ! come, and let thy blast 
Sweep o'er the pride of May I 
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No vernal pleasures can I taste,. 
^ When Strep HON is awajo 

But 'midst the ravage spare, O spare^ 
The wreath that Strephon wove! 

Know that this garland, ivhich I wear^ 
Recals the joys of Love; 

It sweetly tells of former days, 
Which soft as zephyrs flew, 

Wlien on us, where the Eden stray 5^ 
The Evening shed its dew:— 



When on us blushed the roseate flowVs, 
Ting'd by the evening sun ; 

Or when upon yon woodbine bowers 
The morning grandeur shone. 

O Fortune ! bid these days return, 
These long-lost joys restore I 

Or must this heaving bosom mourn 
Till life's last pangs be o'er ? 

Q Z 
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If such, ye Shepherds, be my doom ! 

To yonder greenwood-shade. 
When Evening veils the rose's bloonij 

O bear a hapless Maid ! 

There shall the willow, o^er my bed". 
Sigh to each passing gale j 

And there shall artless tears be shed". 
Like dews that gem tlie vale ! 



VnTRITT^^EN iv 

THE MONTH OF APRIL, 

' on; RECOVERING FROM 

A LONG AND SEVERE ILLNESS. 



iEjrer eram 






tncertusque meae pene salutis eram, 

OviDix Trist> 



RIGHT Health her rosesrte wreath renews, 
Which pallid Sickness lately tore; 
It spreads to catch the falling dews, 
In evVy walk tliat pleas'd before! 
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Spring tells me that the Winter's gloom 
Has left the bosom of the vale. 

That flow^'s, In renovated bloom, 
Give perfume to the western galco 

It tells me that soft music breathes 
From hill and dale, and grove ; 

That sweet the sun shines on the wreaths, 
Twin'd by the hand of Youth and Love 

But what to me are fragrant dells, 
The vocal wood or flow'ry plain ? 

To breasts where latent sorrow dv/ells, 
Such scenes are but the source of pain ! 

To me the plaintive Zephyr's sigh, 

That comes from lonely grot, Is dear ; 

And dear the stream that wandering nigh, 
With pensive murmurs greets my ear ! 

I love to view, at ev'ning's hour, 
The beam upon the shaded leaf j 
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To heay the wind sigh through the bow'r 
That forms a shade for me and Grief I 



No more the glowing hopes of youth 
To rapture give the loosen' d rein ; 

Departed years have prov'd the truth — 
That pleasure's cup is mix'd with pain ! 

Yet ev'n in sorrow are we blest, 

Though life in languid current roUi^ 

If ev^ry throb that heaves the breast 
Give health and vigour to the soul. 

Afflictioi^, in her shadowy glade, 

May nurse the flow'rs that virtue gives ; 

As oft beneath the thorn^s nide shade, 
In azure pride, some violet lives. 

Too oft wliere Fortune's landscapes spreads 
In radiant colours, to the view. 

The breast to Vi'rtue^s touch is dead, 
The eye unwet with Pity's devv^ !- 
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There Passion oft is Reason's foe, 

And Desolation round it breatlies ; 

TZ'tfr^f Envy, with malignant brow. 
Attempts to shade another's wreaths. 

Heav'n ! while Ambition's sons aspire 

To l-each the heights of wealth and pow'r, 

O let me to the v^^le retire. 

Where Quiet twines her silent bow'r. 

There let my humble heart receive 
The bliss that peaceful life affords ; 

Another's pleasure let me give 

To CratulaTion's lively chords ! 

Or 'mid the shade of human days, 
With kindred sadness let me roam, 

Catch the lone sigh Misfortune pays, 

And hiake Compassion's cell my horne^ 
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Hence, in each tender feeling tried, 
My lowly lot 1^11 prize the more ; 

And thoughtful o'er life's ocean glide. 
Till silent rest the dashing oar ! 



THE MORNING TVALIL 

In a vale, where roses gi^ow. 
When the Sumrner breezes blow ; 
Through the wood's majestic shade, 
Through the solitary glade ; 
By the sweet meandring rill, 
By the brook that turns the mill j 
O'er the hill, v/nen orient skies 
Sweetly blush in roseate dies ; 
O'er the bank where pansies gay 
Glitter in the solar ray : 
Come, my Mary, let us roam. 
Catch the breath of morning calm j 
Many a fragrant, blushing wreath 
On your snowy breast shall breathe i 
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On it softest gales shall blow^ 
On It sweetest sunbeams' glow ; 
And the Shepherd's artless lays 
Shall be loaden with your praise ; 
While the Poets of the Grove 
Sooth you with the songs of love. 



TO A YOUNG LADY, 



OIT SEEING HER WRITE HER NAME UPON 

ITIE SNOW. 

VV II Y, Nancy, to the faithless snow 

Intrust a name so dear as thine f 
Soon on it shall the rude blast blow, 
And level all the radiant line ! 



But, though defacM by wind and sleet, 
This record on the snow we find ; 

Know, charming Maid ! a warmer seat 
To thy fond name has Love assigned i 
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For, in deep characters imprest, 

Untouched by Winter^s hostile poV^ 

On the soft tablet of my breast. 

Thy name, fair Nancy, lives secure* 



5 



Still there thy imag'd worth shall breaks 
In living glow, on Fancy's eye ; 

And there thy beauteous form shall take] 
Such colours as shall never die ! 



RURAL HAPPINESS. 

VV HEN Spring entwines a lucid \vreath. 
To deck with roseate pride my bow'rs ; 
When on me softest zephyrs breathe 

The fragrance caught from vernal flow'rs ; 

When streamlets o'er their pebbly bed, 

In many a wild meander rove ; 
When Morning's pearly light Is shed 

On ev'ry rose that scetits the grove 5 
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Or when the Evening's sober hues" 

Spread, shadowy, o'er the village-green ; 

When, in some arbour gemm'd with dews^ 
Love and his gentle train are seen ;— » 

Then, then my mind from ev'ry care^ 
From ev'ry sad reflection steals ; 

Nor asks a ray from Grandeur's glare^ 
To gild the humble bliss it feels ! 

The flatt'ring forms on Fortune's height. 
That tempt from calm Content's abode, 

Fade like the faithless meteor-light 

That lures the traveller from his road. 



In silent course the moments roll 

O'er vales, where lowly wishes live ; 
Where Virtue's greatness lifts the soul 
I Above the pomp that titles give. 

Nor do my joys alone depend, 

Like vernal blooms, on sun and sky ; 



^Z MISCELLANIES. 



M> >> 



I make the waning year mj friend-^ 
The hour when summer-blossoms die ; 



For when through cv'ry wither 'd dell 
Relentless sweeps the Winter^s blast ; 

When wilder still the surges swell. 
Along the ocean^s pathless waste I 

Reflection closer draws the strings 
That bind me to my native shore j 

And, from each faded objedl, brings 
Some moral unimpreft before* 

Dear then, the bow'rs where Health resides. 
Where Temperance lives a chearful gueft; 

Where Joy in even tenour glides. 

And Grief can lean on Friendship's breast 2 



Those bow'rs shall bless my life's decline. 

Though Wealth its glitt'ring hoard deny; 

Shall bid each tender thought be mine 
When o'er the ^ast I breathe a sigh ! 
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ADDRESS 

TO 

THE READERS OF POETRY, 



Written at the Time when the Author was preparing his 

PoGins for the Press, 



Ye patronizing friends, whose genVous praise 
■Calls forth the music of the Poet's lays, 
Who bade my unambitious Muse aspire, 
And throw her trembling hand across the lyre. 
Beneath your auspices I wish to place 
The issue of my pen — a num'rous race ; 
Too long -I've seen the little vagrants roam, 
Without a parent's love, a parent's home I 
And, ah ! as soon as born, tost on a v/aste— 
That dang'rous waste where rages Envy's blasts 
\^^ere many a tuneful victim is laid low, 
By arrows from the Tartar- Critic's bow ! 
And where Oblivion's opiate (foe to fame) 
Creeps, with a deadly languor, through the frame ' 



H 



74 MISCELLANIES^ 



4— i- 



O th^n, ye powerful public patrons, save 
My nvand^ring offspring from th' untimely grave ! 
.Blest .witii your genial sunshine, they may thrive, 
And, to the tv/entieth centVy be alive ; 
But should they shortly perish in Time's tide, 
Their loss can never— never be supplied ! 
For old and infi:fm iti the Muse's service. 
With fibres slackened, that .were once so nervous! 
j'm grown unfit for bold poetic. raptures, 
Dozing whole hours o'er Pr,ose's sleepy chapters: 
My pitying friends, with sighing bosom, say, 
^' Poor man,. we long have seen his parts decay ! 
•^^ Dull, slow, and heavy, moves his Muse, along, 
'^^ Whether in sonnet, epigram, or song ; 

^ One spark of wit and fancy never shines 

Through the dry desert of a hundred lines j 
^^ His verse oft wants the consonance of rhyme, 
^^ And, in its measure, never keeps to time ; 
^^ His thoughts, that should with boldest vigour rlsCy 

" And, with a wing of jfire, illuhie the skies, 
t^^ Obscure, half- formed, in mud and chaos .roll, 
^^^ And on the ground, like groveling insects, crawl j 



♦4 
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*^ .'Tis plain, that, if lie rhyme another year, 

^* He'll meet, on evVy side, th' averted ear : 

*^ But would he from the Muse^s paths retire, 

^^ And on some willow rest his unstrung lyre, 

^^ Perhaps in future times some little fame, 

^^ Like evening-light, may glinrmer roulid his name } 

^^ Perhaps some Swain, with grief-expressing eye, 

** May seek the sppt where his sad reliques lie, 

^^ Pluck the wild weeds that half obscure his tomb, 

^^ And plant th€ fairest fi^ld-flow'rs in their room/' 



My friends^ are right;— Pm sorry that they 
grieve : — 
Gf my poetic walks I'll take my leave. 
Farewel ! ye wand'ring rills, whose murmurs sv/eet. 
Dear to the Muse, have sooth'd my lone retreat : 
Farewel, sweet vale*! where Caldew winds his 

stream. 
Where Hope and Fancy formed the goldendream ; 

^ The vale of Sebcrgha-ra. 
H 2 
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And, to th' enraptur'd eye of Youth, pourtray'd 
A radiant train of years, undash*d with shade ! 
Farewell ! ye lads and lasses of the vale, 
Whose loves I've sung to many a passing gale % 
I leave to younger, happier bards to praise 
The silent tenour of your guiltless days : 
And YOU, the patrons of toy earliest lay, 
O take these sighs ! 'tis all the Muse can pay | 
They rise spontaneous from the last Adieu 
That takes its leave of Poesy and You ! 



re 




ODES. 



ODE I. 

TO THE GENIUS OF CUMBERLAND. 



I. 

W H ETHER majestic on some craggy height, 
Marking the orient stream of morning light, 
Or sober Evening's shadowy grace, 
That steals o'er yon tall mountain's rocky base; 
Thou rear thy throne ; 

Or (soften'd to some milder form) 
Meek wander to the dew-bespangled lawn, 

Where blows the Zephyr's breeze. 
Or grove that braves the desolating storm, 

Genius of Cumbria's sea-beat shore! 

Thy lines of character shall please, 
In all their varied hues ; 
While, from Time's spoils, th' historic Muse 

Sli^ll many a loiig-lost scene restore, 

^3 
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Ev'n midst the shade of ancient days,. 
On thee has Glory thrown its rays, 
When Albion from her cHiFs surveyed 
The flag of haughty Rome displayed; 
When she beheld the legions brave. 
The pointed rock, the threatening wave^ 

RousM by the Druid's lyre. 
Thy warriors rose, intemperately bold. 
And, With untutor'd Valour's fire, 

Rush'd on th' invading foes. 



III. 

Terrific on some desart plain. 

Or hill declining to aerial blue. 
That frov/ns incumbent o'er the mam , 
Or, 'mid the forest deepened glooms, 
Which scarce the noontide-beam illumes, 

Thy hardy natives lov'd to roam. 
To print with stately step tite moniing-dew. 

r 

And wrapt in solitary pride, 
(Not yet by social coropacts tied), 
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To move at will their vas^rant home : 

o 

Soon as they heard a hostile sound, 
With martial step they trod their native ground ; 
From breast to breast the kindling ardour spread^ 
To pour destruction on th' invader^s head* 



IV. 

■When^^ verging to her fate, 



r 

Rome called her bands from foreiQii olains* 
To guard, in her declining power, the state 

From Gothic hordes, from anarchy and chains. 

The PicT, with his dread flag unfurPd, 
• Convuls'd, with savage arms, her world ; 
And ev'n thy valleys, Cumbria, felt the shoclr. 
Where long, beneath the victor's shade, 
The fire of patriot-worth decayed ; 
The spirit sunk v/hich, near yon rock. 
That overhangs the rusliing tide. 
In deeds of hardihood t.he Roman valour tried 
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To guard the abject Britopx^s shed, 

Behold the German banner spread ! 

See it hi fame triumphant rise. 

The northern host before it flies : 

But soon the Saxon arms, 
Illum'd by Victory's wreaths. 

Turn on th' enervate plains : 

Around are spread War's dread alarms, 

Around a hostile fury breathes, 

And ev'ry Briton's choice is death or chahis ! 

VI. 

Wild as the surge that raves around thy coast, 
From Scotia rush'd a predatory host; 

Fierce Rapine filled his hand with spoil. 
And scatter'd ruin o'er thy soil ; 
While Echo, from her rocky height 
That overlooks the neighboring plains. 
Prolonged, in airy round, the rude alarms. 
'Twas then that Brltain^s valour o-low'd • 

o y 

From hill to hill thy kindled beacons shewed 
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(Mingling their terrors with the gloom of 
night). 
Their blazing signals to thy hapless swain^^ 
Who kept their trembling vi-gils ori: their arms ! 

vir. 

But now, around this favour^ isle, 
One guardian-liiade waves o'er the soil i 
One civic garland binds her brow; 
One friendfhip liends its social glow: 
Her peaceful lakes, and murmuring ftreafiis^ 
Reflect not fteely armour's beams ; 
Along her friths^ and swelling tides. 
The busy sail of Commerce glides; 
While Labour's song is carolPd round, 
And. all the happy land seems fairy ground 1 

VIII. 
Yet, like some bright enamelPd flower, 
That bluftiM in Summer's genial hour, 
That, with its blossoms, lies decayed 
Beneath the oak*s unkindly fhade, 
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Thy peasant's bliss too often dies 

Where Grandeur's haughty strnctures rise? 

Hence dear no more his native vale^ 

By cold Negled all sicklied o^er, / 

With Rapture's eye he greets the sail 

That bears Despondence to some kindlier 
fhore! 
Though some warm patriot struggles oft rebel- 
Some tender image of domestic love, 
That melts his bosom as his wishes rove, 
W]ien o'er his humble home he breathes his last 

farewell ! 



IX. 

O could the Muse but hide 



The griefs of Cu??ibria in her patriot-prider 
On wing excurfive she would roam, 
Far from the Wana^rer^s hapless home—* 
Far from chill Pen'ry's dreary cel^ 
Where oft neglected Worth is doom'd to dwell, ' 
To those bless'd natives whom,on Fortune's height, 
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Glory has blazon'd with her richest h'ght ; 
Who, crown'd with many a civic wreath, 
The boldest notes of Freedom breatlie ; 
Who seek in foreign fields the foe, 
And teach the battle where to glow : 
Or to th' adventurous few who cross the line, 
WJiere the gem sparkles in its native mine, 
And tropic suns a flaming deluge shed, 
-Scorching each tow'ring mountain's head, 

Untemper'd by the Ev'ning's breeze 
That fans, in Summer's hours, Britannia's coast; 
Dr spread their daring sails where polar frost 

Rules, with resistless sway, antarctic seas : 
Such were the men whose dauntless soul unfurl'd 
-Adventure's sail, and found, with Cook, another 

world ! 



And, Cumbria, many a letter'd name is thine, 

Whose soft, harmonious lyres have won 
Undying fame; whose circling wreathes have shone 
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More bright than those which deck Ambition's 

gorgeous shrine* 
Yon bank, yon bow'rs that rise so fair, 
\¥liere Is is pours his stream along, 
Where flow'rs their sweetest fragrance blend, 
At the first breath of vernal air^ 

Have heard thy Tickell's^' magic song. 
That gain'd in Addison a patron and a friend. 

DALTONf was thine! who, in the Muse's lays, 
Sung K^sv/ick's hanging woods and mountains 
wild, 
Its lake's pellucid stream, 
Its sweet romantic vales, where Fancy's child 
Dwells with enraptur'd gaze. 
As the bright Tempe of the Poet's dream i 



XL 

Careless beside a fountain laid. 

At Evening's dewy hour, 
'Mid sylvan airs that warbled round, 

* See Kott (IX.) -" f See Note (X.) 
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Where, wildly o^er th^ embosomed bowV^ 
The hawthorn flings its trembling shade, 
Th^ pastoral' Bard^ of Cauda^s vale was found: 
From dell to dell his sweet lute rang, 
Responsive to the Zephyr's gale, 
Breathing the fragrance that the flowVs impart : 
or simple life the guiltless loves he sang. 
Its homely manners, ere depraved by art. 
And village-virtues, ere they left the vale, 

V. 

XII. 

What, CuMBRU, though no citron-groves be 

thine, 
No olive-shades, no clustering vine ; 
And though, amid thy forests drear, 
No Nightingales f salute the ear; 
Yet still thy mountain-views shall please- 
Tinged by the blush of orient day. 
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* S&e Note (XI.) 

f The sweetly pensive notes of this bird have never yet 
been heard in Cumberland. 
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Or by the goft and mellowed ray 
That gilds the pensive hours of Ev^ning^s close 5 
And still thy vales be dear, vv^here Zephyr's breeze 
O^er roseate blossoms blows^ 
Where iNNOCENCE-with Peac£ can rove; 

Still dear thy lakes, on whose pure streams 
The hill's inverted horrors move> 
[In trembling radiance, to the solar beams- 

XIII. 
fO^er thy fair valleys, Keswick, I would range, 
When, from the mountain's caves, no tempefts 

break 
,43n the soft rest of DERWENx's/peaceful lak^. 
Reflecting Alp'me scenery on its breast ; 
^When on the cot and sweetly-bosom'd grange 

Have sunk the last beams of the roseate west j 
When with a stream of silver light, 
In many a chequered form, 
Pale Cynthia tinges ev?ry. mountain's height, 
'^ach dell, and murmVing rill, and hanging grove; 
And precipice, wh^re the fierce bird of Jov.e, 
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In peadant aerie, lives amidst the storrri'— 
The conflicts rude of elemental war, 
And marks, from its ethereal height, his prey froin 

far* 



XIV. 
Sweet then the symphonies that breathe arcvLnd, 
In varied cadence, o'er this magic ground ; — 
The streajn, soft tinkling down the channelPd rock^ 
The deeper rush of ruder water-fall, 
The weather's bell, the Shepherd's cheerful call^^ 
Tending, with guardian-care, his fleecy flock ; 
Sweet are the sounds, wak'd by the Zephyr's gale^ 
That come from hanging wood and lonely dale ; 
^ Sweet is the Peasant's ev'ning song. 
That calls to sport the village-throng; 
The night jar^s deeply-plaintive tone. 
Slow, winding o'er the dusky lawn : 
And sweet the vernal breeze. 
That, sighing through the trees, 
Shakes fragrance o'er the rude, romantic grot 5 

I a 
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While Echo, from her airy cell, 
Unwearied, catches, on symphonious shelly 
The murmurs of each sweet-expiring note I 

XV- 

To, scale thy hills, at Morning's-^lawn, be mine, 
Where useful ores ^ in rocky caverns shine. 
And no wild hordes ^oi tlireat'ning aspect roam j 
Where no volcano^ from its central caves. 
In spiry columns, shoots vitrescent waves> 
That lay m ruins many a rural home ! 
Here let me breathe the elemental air ; 
And, on some breezy rock's aerial brow, 
, Catch the bright colours of Health's vermeil 
glow. 
And all her temperate stores of blessings share : 
Oft let me climb thy cliiis, from whence distil 
The falling streams of medicated rill ; 
And whence salubrious herbs, in fragrant gales^ 
Di-Sfuse their healing virtues o'er ihe vales i 

^ See Note (XIL) 
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Hence no Contagion, with mephitic breath, 
Sweeps o'er thy psstVal scenes, and scatters d^ath. 
But here Hygeia, of vermihon hues/ 
Prints, with majestic step, the morning dewsj^ 
Smiles on the Swainsi who, in their sylvan bow'rs^ 
Sit round their board of vegetable meals j 
While on them Age, in slow gradations, steals^ 
Ltke Evening's shades o'er Autumn's fading 

flow'rs!- 



XVI. 

And let me trace the silent foot of Time^ 
Amid yon ruin'd castle's mouldVing scene?, 

From which the philosophic mind 
A heart-felt pleasure gleans- — 
Gleans a deep moral from each fallen tow'r^ 
That rear'd its head in pomp sublime, 
A monument of feudal powV^ 
That long in bonds of slay Vy held mankind I 

^3 . 
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Near yonder solitary spot, once rose, 

In rev^^end majesty, Religion's fane'"^; 
Beneath whose hallo wM shade, the zealot-train, 
From all life's civil toils, enjoy'd repose. 
What though the philosophic eye, 
< Beneath whose light delusions fly. 

May dart, with scornful pride, its glances there; 
Yet to its scattered ruins I'll repair, 

Soon as yon distant mountain gleams 

"With Morning's trembling light, 
To trace where Learning shed its beams, 
"When Rome's proud realms were wrapt in Gothic 

night! 



' / XVIIL 

Gft let me wander to yon mystic-^RouND j. 

That stands, in massy fcrm^ sublime, 

^^ The Abbey of Lanercost, the ruins of which have a very 
venerable appearance^ ^ 

f The Druidical Temple at Little Salkeld^ on the b-anl.s d' 
ihe River Eden. 
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Historic, mid the VvTecks of time, 
Marking, with awful shade, the hallowM ground^ 
Wliere Eden murmurs round his osier'd shore 
There, at the shrine of Thor, the Druid shed 
Th' expiatory stream of human gore^^', 
Or midst the banks that Valour led. 
In tremulous rage his wild harp strung, 
Till wood and hill and valley rung, 
And spears and falchions gleam'd upon the sight ! 
Or, in the dark recesses of his grove, 
Kallow'd with' many a mystic rite, 
Gave to the breast a gentler glow ; 
By soothing measures, bade the passions mov 
In mild accordance to the moral ^law* 
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XIX. 
Cumbria ! when oft, at evening calm, 
Amid thy solitudes I roam. 
Fancy on daring pinion soars, 
v/eeps o'er Futurity with raptured eye^ 

* See Note (XIII,) 
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And, on thy rugged shores, 
Views many a scene of radiant die : 
^here soon the sinewy Sons of Toil 
Shall bid the heath with harvests smile ; 
Shall wind along the deep morass, 
In long canals, the wat'ry mass, 
That, proudly, on the ductile tide, 
The freighted wealth of Trade may glide; 
Shall guide, in mazy path, the dizain 
Through sylvan depths and marshy plain> 
Where meteor-coruscations play, 
Illusive, o^er the swampy way ; 
Where on dank wing Contagion flies 
Amid his lurid train, and shrouds the skies ! 

The arts shall rise with emulative fire, 

EncircPd by Fame's brightest wreath ; 
Painting, in glowing tints, shall give 
Th' heroic deed and epic scene to live ; 
Bold Architecture with proud Grace aspiro^ 
And ScuLPTUR^E bid the polish^ marble breathej 
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Fair Poesy, in shades of ease, 
With many a magic note, shall please 
Shall rouse the spirit of the Mu s e ' s shell, 
Till all around the sweetest music swell ; 
Till, through the channels of th^ soul, 

Alternate passions roll ; 
Now shall wake Compassion's sigh^ 
Now shall Rapture light the eye : 
And o'er eventful life she oft shall rove, 
And with some tale of Sorrow move ; — 
Or to the bow'r^ of Mirth repair, 
And scatter many a joy and vision fair ! 



ODE IL 

WRITTEN AT GILSLAND SPA. 



Oee Health prepare the roseate bow'r, 
And gild with gold the flying hour ! 
RaptTOUS views of fond delight 
Brighten on tlie quicken'd sight j 
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While sprightly measures float around^ 

Responsive to the voice of joy j 
And every walk seerns fairy ground, 
Where human bliss is found without alloy I 

But shall airy Fancy stray 
In the Summer's cloudless ray ; 
And forget that transient flow'rs 
Shoot their blossoms but to die ? 
Lo ! the tempest on them low'rsj 
And their blushing colours, fly I 
In early life, ye blooming Fair, 

O think that Beauty's rose will fade^' 
Think that the hand of Time and Care 

Will soon its vernal lustre shade — < 
That Virtue's powerful spell retains 
The Lover's gentle heart in golden chains.- 



On the rapt eye what radiance glows. 

When Health, with her fair train, returns? 
No more the heavyiig bosom mourns,— 

Sweet smile the mornings, sweet the evenings close! 
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While many a soft and tender thought 

Js by the pangs of Sickness bought: 

Hence, in this vale of woe;, we chuse 

The wreath that's hung with Pity's dews j 

Hence Charity with Hope descends, 

Aftd, pond'ring on Life's changing tides, 
As round the shifting scen'ry glideg> 

To each torn sail her kind assistance lend?. 

Long, long the health-renewing -stream 
(No tuneful Bard"s selected theme). 
Inglorious, near some Hermif*s cell, 
,-From hanging cliff and rocky crevice fell s 
Tor, far from Sicknesses livid shades, 

Soft flew the hours of ancient days ; 
On breezy hills, in fragrant glades. 

Life's taper burn'd with purest flame ; 

.And, nerv'd by Toil, the human frame 
Fell but by hoary Age's slow decays i 
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No longer, Laura^', linger here, 

To whom returns Health's genial year j 

Haste where a Lover^s lone sigh steals 

Along yon line of trembling reeds j 
His breast alternate passions feels, 

Now Fear alarms, now Hope succeeds 
Fear that Sicknesses portrait draws, 
Hope that paints Health's opening rose 
Visions, raisM by Fancy's pow'r, 
In succession rule the hour^ 
Sweet Nymph ! then to thy native meads 

O haste, with Pity's melting breast ; 
Haste \vith those smiles Hygeia sheds, 
And bid Philander there be blest ! 



* Tins Lady was on tlie verge of Marriage v/ith a des-erviDg^ 
Gentleman of her neiglibourhood, when, her health beginning 
to decline, she m as ordered, by her Physician, to Gilsland Spa, 
where the Author had the happiness to find her comj3letely re- 
covered from her complaint, and in all that flow of spirits \^ hich, 
accompanies returning health. ' 
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TO TIME. 



J-JONG hast thou swept, with ruthless hate, 
Creation's bounds, relentless Time ; 
Thy wrecks lie strew'd in ev'ry clime ; 

Marks of thj pow'r are found in ev'ry state ! 

Fall'n is the bust that gave to Fame 

The Hero and the Patriot's name ; 

Scarce Friendship forms the wreatlis that biildj, 

In social love, the kindred mind, ** 

Ere we in Sorrow's weeds deplore 

The vanished bliss ! the Frienci no more ! 

And Beauty, in her myrtle-bow'r. 

With faded lustre owns thy pow'r. 

In Grecians vales, where many a lyre - 

Sv/eet warbled to the Zephyr's gale, 
Where Genius shed her native fire> 
The cheerless shades of Gothic night prevail ! 
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And where the crested warricr-traln, 

By valour led, gleam'd.o'er the plain, 

The rude Swain drags the tedious hour, 

Dampt by Oppression's tyrant-pow'r ; 

Lo ! o'er thy wastes he throws a languid eye^ 

But sees no tr^ce of former glory nigh ! 

The laurelPd bust, the trophied car— ^ 

The gilded pomp of ruthless war. 

That liv'd their day by Sculpture's aid, 

Lie, sunk by thee, in dark Dblitiok's shadje^, 

/■ 
How silent now yon festive hall. 

Where !^nights in rustic revels strove | 
Where on the soul the Minstrel's music stole. 

And wak'd it to the joys of hospitable love; 
Oft lonely there, at twilight grey. 
Pale Melancholy loves to, stray ; 
pft, near some ruin'd abbey's towVs, 

Bends o'er the broken arch and prostrate spire 5 

While, 'mid the sacred solitude, expire 
The sounds that float at Evening's pensive' hours. 



^ 
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But, Tyrant! though, 'mid rums drear, 

We trace ^hine unrelenting pow'r ; 

Though on the mould'ring wall, the shatter'd 
tow'r^ 
Marks of thy desolating hand appear ; 
Yet, 'mid thy wrecks, the pile of Virtue stands, 

And, bright in heav'n's unfading dies, 

Lifts its proud columns to the sHes ; 
Around it many a radiant flow'r expands— 
Life's gfenuine joys, Contentment fair, 
And sacred Hope, th^t sheds a friendly glare^ 
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ODE IV. • 
TO HEJLTIi', 



(jrR.EAT Goddess (Friend of humankind). 
Whose bright locks wanton in the wind ; 
Whose looks Contentment's smiles adorn, 
Soft as the purple blush of morn, 
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Come to the breezy lawn, or Spangled vale, 
When Phcebus gilds yon hoary height, 
With purest streams of orient light, 

And o'er autumnal treasures sweeps a spicy gale< 

Inspir'd by thee, the Swains advance 
To lead, on village -green, the dance ; 
Or, in their wildly-woven bowers. 
With artless songs beguile the hours ; 
Or, vigVous, scale the mountain's brow, 
Though round the blasts of Winter bloWo 
The light that beams from Myra's eye 

Receives from thee its magic hue ; 

Ah ! should'st thou bid tliat Maid adieu^ 
Her form will fade, her roses die ! 

To vernal pomp that gaily spreadis, 
In wild luxuriance, o'er the meads ; 
To fragrant groVes, to woodbine shades, 
To music wild that fills the glades ; 
To scenes where artless manners reign. 
To mornhig-dew3^ that gem the plain. 
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To shadowy walks, when Cynthia's beams 
Play on the murmuring river's streams^ 

Thou giv'st a pleasing pow^r j 
Without thee ev'ry joy would fade, 

The storms of Fate would darker low^r, 

s 

And life appear a waste enwrapt in shad^ ! 

Foe 10 thy gentle joys is Pleasure's ball^ 
The orgies of the bacchanalian-train. 
The revels of the mirtb-resounding hall. 

Where wild Confusion and Intemperance reigrtj 
But much thou lov'st the daisied green, 

"Wliere Youth, with rustic garlands crown'd. 
And honour' d Age, with brow serene, 

Bid mingled notes of joy fly o'er tlie fairy ground ! 

Oft, in romantic Seb'ram's vales, 
Blushing with many a sumnier-rose, 
Thou twin'St thy blooming wreaths ; 
Or, where the Edm^s silver current flows, 
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Drinks Beaumont's'^ fragrant gales, 
Pure as the breeze that o^er Montpelii:r breathes! 

And oft, gilt by the dews of morn, 
Mid Keswick^s mountam-scenes thou lov^st to rovef 
And, from the rock's impending brow. 
To hear the Hunter's mellow horn, 
Sweet, vibrate in the vale below; 
While Echo's voice is heard round hill, and dale, 

and grove ! 
Yes, oft where Nature^'s fields appear— 
The howling v/aste, the mountain hoar» 
Where frowns the Winter's storm, 
Th' impending cliff, th^ indented shore. 
The Shepherds view thy radiant form. 
And oft thy soft melodious accents hear. 

Whether thou love the vale or hill. 
The vocal grove, or murm'ring rill. 
Haste to the bow'r where Stella lies,.. 
With whom the bud of Pleasure dies i : 



* A village on the banks of the river EdcD; I'^rharlvablc iov 
the beauty and salubrity cf its isittiatipu, 
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A dim suffusion shades each grace, 
That wont to revel on her face ; 
Disease invades with tyrant pow'r. 
And Grief usurps the lingering hour; 
Give her again the sweet repose— 

O let her tread the fragrant glade^ 

And bid her Beauty's rose 
Bloom, like the flow'ret in the woodland shade. 



ODE v, 

TO FOR TUNE. 

X Hou, ■whom all states and climes adorCj 
Whose altars smoke on ev'ry shore; 
Who, from the hunger of the Cobler's stall, 
In luxury oft bid'st thy fav'rites roll, 
In Life's sad wilderness, O be my friend ! 

Beneath thy shining skies, O let me live ; 
Awhile the Poet's destiny suspend, 

i\nd to his rolling years a littk sunshina give I 
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'Tis true that thriving Bards we seldom find, 
And where's the wonder that they are not fat ? 

For are they not to thee unkind ? 

Do they not round thee scatter Scandal^s shade-—* 

Call thee a volatile, capricious jade ? 

And make thee blind as any moping bat ? 

Hence thou, without one sympathizing tear, 

Beheld^st poor Otway dying in his cell, 

Saw' St Dryden drag the slow-revolving year. 
And heard'st the sighs of plaintive Collins swell! 

Bright Goddess! if thou wish the Muse's lays 
Should fill the world's wide circle with thy praise, 
And scatter round thee notes divine, 

Her voice will be more clear, more bold. 
If, by thy leave, the roseate god of wine 
(Whose ivied shrine the Joys surround). 
Should on her drou^hted bow'r 
His sparkling flaggons pour ! 
For when nectareous streams are rolPd, 

In radiant current, o'er poetic ground, 
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All Fancy's verdant plants will thrive, 
And, like the Evdl-green, be still alive ! 

Before the bumper's genial influence fly 
(Like shades before the morning glare), 
Pale Melancholy, Spleen, and moping Care^ 

And evVy Imp that from us rends the sigh : 



But though With a capricious hand thou deal 

Thy various favours to mankind ; 
Though honours often crown the knave or fool '; 
Though by thine arm the n,veak are rais'd to rule ; 
Though from thy frowns the nvise and virtuous steal 

To solitude and shade ; 
Yet still some latent wisdom we may find— 

Somethmg of Justice in t^ freaks display'd ; 
For those of Folly's thoughtless brood, 

Who reach, with hasty step, thy peak, 
Who chase some visionary good — 

Some trifle gilded by thy smile : 
Leave, undisturbed, the lo'w and meek 

To till, v;ith unambitious toil. 

In Life's sequester'd vale, the mental soil ; 
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To bide In this sad pilgrimage below, 

AVhere'er the steps of Innocence have trod; 
The flowV of peaceful Pleasure brlow^^ 
And with Its fragrance cheer the tedious road I 

Say, Goddess! while to thee our wishes roll, 

Wliile from thine altars clouds of incense rise/ 
What are thy greatest favours we receive ? 
Are they not evils in disguise ? ^ 

That bid us joy an hour, a season grieve— 

That steal from Virtue and from Heaven the soul i^- 
Oft, ^mid the darkness of Affliction's night, 
We see the mind serene— • 
See Virtue's genuine light, *" 
In all its grandeur, gild the human scene ! 
Oft, ^mid Life's adverse shocks. 
The soul, collected, stands secure, 
Like yonder rang^e of mountain-rocks 
That braves the Winter's desolathig pov/r ! 
!]^ut if thou spread Ambition's pleasing dream j 
If, from thy golden urn. 
Thy copious bounty stream 5 
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If on the shed of Poverty thou turn 
Thy smile-illumin'd face, 
Virtu E^s fair form no longer then we tracer 
Her colours melt away, 
l^ike frost-work beauties in the solar ray i 
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ODE VI. 

TO PEJCE, 



A_/'er desolated fields, where move, 
Tp War's dread notes, th' embattled host, 
O Peace ! display thy olive-wreath. 
And bid the gentle voice of Love 
(Soft as the Zephyr's vernal breeze), 
From coast to coast, 
In Rancour's hostile bosom breathe, 
That warring passions there may cease, 
And all the v/orld be harmony and peace I 
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Then from the castle's massy gate 
No more shall War's fierce squadrons pour ; 
No more the dreadful charge of fate. 
Around the hapless Peasant's bow'r. 
Shall be, by brazen trumpets, blown ; 
No more the battle's fury breathe ; 
But in each grove, and field, and plain. 
The Sons of Industry shall wreathe 
A garland gay, to deck thy radiant throne. 
Of Flora's blushing flov/rs, and Autumn's golden 

grain. 

Then boldly, even on desert-sea^, 
Adventure's sail shall court the breeze, 
And to uncultur'd nations bear 
The civil bliss which Britons share j 
While Commerce, with her sails unfurl'd^ 
Brings to her ports the product of the world, 
Till all the tide of wealth expand. 
In various channels, through the land ; 
While la^^s, that Freedom fair inspires, 
Protect the property that Toil acquires ; 



MISCELLANIES. IO9 



And Britain's genVous bosom warms, 

In grateful feelingS;, romid her Patriot- King, 

From whose paternal cares these heavenly blessings 

spring : 
Or with resentment glows 
At treach'rous Gaul's ambitious arms, 
The dark. Assassin's murd'rous aim. 
Whose cold, malisrnant hep.rt ne'er knows 
The patriot-light that gilds a Brunsmyick^s name ! 
What are the triumphs Gallia boasts, 
The blood-stained \\Teaths that crown her hosts, 
To the mild joys that civil arts bestow. 
The calm of sQcialiife, and Freedom's temp'rate glaw I 
And, Britain ! in this radiant sphere ^tis thine. 
In Glory's tranquil dignity to shine ; 
Save when Ambition grasps the lance, 
And, by tumultuous passions hurPd, 
Shakes, with convulsive arms, the world ; 
Then from thy wave-encircled shore, 
As far as Neptune's billovv^'s roar, 
'Mid Victory's wreaths tliou bidst the floatmg war 

advance ! 



3 I O MISCELLANIES. 



rat 



Though nov/ the British thunder roll. 
In awful peals, from pole to pole j 
Yet, in the Muse's radiant eye, 
Thy sacred fbnii, G Peace ! is nigh ; 
And, from hei^ soft, prophetic tongue^ 

' These gentle accents breathe along*: 
•No more the clarion's naartial sound 
Shall vibrate o'er the tented ground j 
But thither Joy and Love repair, 
And shed their mildest influence there : 
No more the pencils glowing dies 
Shall bid the epic field arise ; 
No more pourtraythe Hero's deeds. 
From which soft Pity's eye recedes : 
The Warrior's name, in notes of fire, 
No more shall tremble from tlie Jyre ; 
But, in its sweet resounding lays. 
Shall live some theme of rural praise ; 
Willie, circling round the social hearth, 

^ Soft fly thQ choral songs of Mirth ; 
And 'midst ;.iJie sylvian shaaes are heard> 
(When or ''■. • • " ;an'ci hill 



MISCELLANIES. Ill 



The sun has left his farewel rays), 
The Shepherd's lute, the Evening's plaintive bird. 
The breeze that 'nildst the trembling foliage play 
And the sweet-soothing vcftce of many a murm'ring 

rill'. 



s, 



ODE VIL 

TO THE MOON, 



/V KEN gently down the western sky 
Siiil the last beams of parting daj^ 
When on the hill the tints decay, 
That glittered on the rapturM eye, 
' To thee, O Cynthia, still I turn, 

Amidst the falling shades of nighty 
When iiow'rs, in ditYTj lustre, mouru 

The absence of meridian light— 
To thee (pale Empress of the skies) 
I turn a breast that heaves with sighs ! 
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Whether thy silver radiance fall 
Upon some turret's naouldVing wall^ 
Or shadowy grove, or, trembling, gleam 
Upon some sofdy-murm'ring stream, 

Thou giv'st a charm unfelt before; 

O'er all the soul 
Sweet pensive pleasures roll ; 

The mind is taueht 
Mild Wisdom's sacred lore ; 
And, 'mid the calm of midnight-hourE, 
Roves in a wider ratige oi tliought. 
New energies to it are giv'n, 
1 o grasp at things commensurate with its pow'rs, 
And on Reflection's wing to mount to Heaven: 

Hence sacred to the moral s^g^ 

Is the lone hour of night ; 
He sees, as from a rising ground. 
Ambition tread its guilty round, 

^Mid Pomp's illusive light ; 
Around he sees the human tempest rage^>^ 
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To lilm thine orb, and all tlie radiant train 

That in heaven's vault perform theu^ destm'd 
course, 
Roll not in vam ; 
In awful characters, he sees imprest - 

The ereat Creator's name,-— 
Feels, with new force. 
Devotion's sacred iiame, 
iFresh kindled at the skies, pervade his breast ! 



The Bard, to whom each pov/'r is known 
That dwells in Music^s magic tone, 
Who can from tY'tj trembling string, 
At evVy touch, a rapture bring, 
Led by thy beam, roves o'er the waste, 
Regardless of the Winter's blast. 
Explores the lonely track that leads 
To moumfal dells and silent meads ^ 
And ^mid the forest, dark and stilly 
Beside some fairy-haunted rill, 
With looks .that seem to speak despair. 
With breast that stims overwhelmed with care> 

^3 
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Befriended by thy radiance mild, 
Breathes on the gale Iiis fancies wild ; 
And though ^tis his to shed a rapturous glow 
O'er evVy breast, which harmony can move- — 
To wake the tender symphonies of love- 
To bid th' obedient passions Virtue serve — 
Yet, ah ! 'tis his, in ev'ry trembling nerve. 
To feel, wiifii keener sense, th' afflictive strokes of 

woe ! 



^leen of the Night ! O near his shade. 
Gilt by thy silver hues. 

And Evening's fallijag dews. 
Let no licentious footsteps stray, 
No noise his silent cell invade, 

Save the mild Zephyiv's plaintive galc^ 
Soft breathing o^er the twilight vale. 
And gathering fragrance on its way ; 
Or save the sweetly-solemn sound 
That wanders o'er the osier'd ground, 
The mournful echoes from yon ivied walls. 
And tlie wild melody of distant wat^r-falls ! 
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ODE IX. 
TO ECHO. 



W HERE Keswick^s clIfFs o'^xlxaxv?] the clal.e 
Responsive to the Shepherd's tale. 
Oft, 'midst its wild romantic grots, 
I hear thy long-protracted notes. 

O may no clarions rude invade 
Its peaceful vale, its sylvan glade ; 
But, V\^ith the rural choir around. 
May thy soft symphonies be found ; 
And when I hear the Shepherd's song^ 
The bleeting flocks that range along, 
The breeze that, through the silent grove^, 
Bears the soft sigh that steals from love j 
The Woodman's oft-repeated stroke. 
The stream that falls from h?(Pging rock^ 
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The dashing of the neighboring mill, 
"When all around is dark and still; 
The sweeping oars that gently break 
The slumbers of the peaceful lake, 
The music of the vocal lawn, 
The Hunter's horn at Morning's dawn- 
O ! when I hear their chorus swell. 
Sweet Echo ! give it to thy shelL 



' ODE X. 

TG CONTENTMENT. 



VV HEN, solitary, o'er Life's waste. 
Attacked by Fortune's winL'ry blast. 
As treacherous phantoms round me gleam. 

With pilgrim-^teps I pensive roam. 
Blest ^ if I catch from ih^^ a beam. 

To light me to thy peaceful home I 
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Fair Nymphs! in sober vest array' d, 
Whose modest beauties love tlie shade, 

-Midst noise and splendour seldom seen, 
O ! as the busy world retire s^^ 

On thy calm bosom let me lean, 
Far from the glittering walks that Pride admires i 
The hill, where rove the Shepherd's flocks^ 
The cavern rude, the desert rocks, 
From thee receive a charm; 
In vain will blow the hollow wind. 
In vain will Winter threaten harm^ 
If thou bear up the sinking mind* 

In silent train, the Hours are. led 
By thee, around the Peasant's shed^ 
For t^ere no hostile passions roll. 

No proud, ambitious wishes spring ;. 

But, o'er the regulated soul, 

Peace spreads her downy wing ! 

Upon his board sits roseate Health^ 
The placid smile that Welcome wear:^. 
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The tranquil joys, unbought by -^ealth, 

The bliss which Virtue's bosoirr shares ; 
While many an artless song goes round 
His humble hearth, where thou and Peace are found 

Ah ! why does Grandeur, strive to raise 
Fame's structures on a faithless base ; 
Virtue, in tints celestial bright, 

On thee will only shine j. 
Her modest wreathes -of temp Vate light 
Will grace no other brow but thine. 






Though on her solitary bow'r 
Misfortune's cruel Winter low'r; 
And though, from Life's ill-fated urn, 

Each woe that whelms tlie bosom stream, 
To thee and Hope her eye will turn. 

And, from your op'ning radiance, catch a gleam. 

Avar us, who o'er golden heaps. 
With trembling care, his vigils keeps 
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(New wishes rising with his hoard). 
No sweet sensations ever feels, 

No rapture, from Affection's chord. 
Along his flinty bosom -steals ! 

Lorenzo, whom such joys engage 
As vanish at th' approach of age ; 
Whose swelling sails reach ev'ry coast j 

Around a world of mirth and glare, 
Jvfe'er sighs, till, vanish'd into air,. 

He sees his bubble pleasures lost. 

The Man who climbs Ambition's height. 
Where glitters many a faithless light, 
'Midst Life's tumultuous scenes may stray, 

May rove beneath Intemp'rate skies. 
Tread Folly's circle ev'ry day, 

And chase some glltt'ring meteor as it flies ; 

But th^yi v/ho wish to seek thy cell. 
Must bid the busy world farewel j 
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No more must urge the dashing ore, 
And force their shattered bark to sea ; 

Taught by the wrecks that strew the shore, 
Must learn to value Peace and Thee. 



'^ %, 



ODE xr. 

TO ZEPHYR. 



y^OTT attendant on the Spring, 
Bearing incense on thy wing, 
• "Vivien thou go'st thy fragrant round, 
O^er the flower- enamelPd ground. 
Stealing perfume in thy flight 
From each flower of purple light, 
Call at Laura^s sweet retreat. 
Where the Loves and Graces meet 
Breathe, O breathe, a gentle air 
O'er the shade that hides xnj Fairi 
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She, 'mid forests dark and lone, 
B7 the Throstle^s * music drawn, 
On the marge of murm'ring streams^ 
Brighten'd by the lunar beams. 
Wanders, at the Evening hours. 
From her wood'encircled bowVs, 
Walks, In Beauty*s charms, unseenj 
O'er the hamlet's shadowy -green, 
Like the modest flow'r of May, 
Shrinking from the eye of Day ! 
When thy wanton gales have strayed 
O'er the bosom of the Maid, 
'Pilfer'ci from so sweet a flow'r, 
Shed their fragrance round my bowVJ^ 
Then to her O take a part 
Of the sorrows of my heart, 
Bear a portion of the sighs 
That from hopeless Love arise 5 
If no Pity fill her eye, 
And her ansv/er bid me die, 

^ The Thrusho 
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Whisper to xh.Q thoughtless Maid 
That the rose of Youth will fader- 
That the. spell of Beauty's form, 

, Broke, by Age, will cease to charm 
That the moments of herSpRiNG 
Vrge their flight on rapid wing — 
That their path, imgik by love, 
Like the frozen 2;one,'will prove, 

' Where no solar radiance glows 
O'er a lengthened waste of snows. 
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EPISTLES. 



EPISTLE I. 

TO THE REF. JONATHAN BOUCHER, M. A. 
ARRIVAL IN CUMBERLAND 

FROM JMERICA. 



I vener^c the Man whose heart is warm, 

Whose hands are pure, whose doctriue and whose life 

CoiQrfdent, exhibit lucid proof 

That he is honest in the sacred cause, 

William Cowper. 

JL HE rural Muse^ In warm^ though homely strains^ 
Greets thee^ my BouchePv*, on thy native plains ; 
And^ in that honest welcome, bids thee live 
To evVy praise a grateful heart can give. 

* See Note (XIV.) 
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In that great felcl^ where brighter garlands grow 
Than those with which Ambition decks its browy 
Long hast thou toil'd, nor ha-st thou toiPd in rain^ 
If what the bosom feels be present gain — 
If what it feels when grateful minds declare, 
That to thy toils they owe the bliss they share— 
Owe those undying hopes that bring relief 
To the torn hearty when sinking with its grief 1 

Religion's Friend ! the noblest lot is thiiiCvv 
To draw pure doctrines from a source divine ; 
To mend the heart by sacred Wisdom's lore, 
And the lortg Wanderer to bis fold restore ; 
To liaise that confidence which rests on heaven. 
By whom all good, all human bliss is giv'n ; 
To give each struggling virtue strength to rise. 
And light her hallowed taper at the skies ; 
Witii moral truth, with many a tliought refinM^ 
To consecrate the temple of the mind ! 
Blest is the Muse, while she with ardour pays: - 
To thy bright worth the tribute of aer praise— 
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To thy pure life, which on thy passing hours, 
And on thy precepts, livhig lustre pours^ 

In that ill -fated hour when Discord rose/ 
And bade Columbia's Sons be Britain's foes^ 
When, in the passions' headlong tide, were lost 
The gentlest feelings that the heart could boast ; 
Beyond th' Atlantic Avave, we saw thee prove 
Thy Christian-spiril: and thy Patriot-love ; 
And, 'mid the public ferment, strive to bind 
In warm Affection's bonds^, the human mind.: 
Firm in thy duties, it. was\ thine to shev/ 
What to our countt*y^ wl:iat to heav'n we ov>^e ; 
To censure boldly Faction's daring flame, 
And give due honours to the Patriot's name. 

Now Cumbria greets thee (all thy wand'rings 
o'er) 
VTilh a warm v/elcome on her rocky shore, 
Where never ruder echoes move along 
Thaii the soft warblings of the Shepherd's .song* 
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Her woods, her streams, her valleys will engage 
The sober monlents of declining Age ; 
For in all dhnes, 'mid leisure, or 'mid toil^ 
The heart's fond favorite is our native soil ; 
The plains where first wc breathed the vital air, 
Will still our warmest, latest wishes share ; 
Though on those plauis no genial suns should pour 
Their kindly beams, to wake the vernal flower ; 
Though deserts frownm, and rocks on rocki appear^ 
And desolating Winter claim the year ; 
Though the poor Native to his hut retires, 
And jU5t to breathe is all that he desires ! 



But since, my Friend, to Cumbria there is giv'a 
A kinder soil, n more indulgent hea^v^i ; 
Since there the fields^ the woods, and lawns, assume, 
In Spring's soft-rolling hours, the liveliest bloom ; 
Since there the Zephyr's softly-breathing gale 
Sheds "Health and Joy o'er ev'ry hill and vale ; 
Since there the feather^d Songster's vernal lay 
Floats^ in wild harmony, from spray to spray j 
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Much Will thy warm and generous bosom fe^l,' 

That still expaiideth to the public weal — 

Much will it feel to find no patriot-hand 

Throw its rich bounties on thy native land j 

And to her wastes^, which now repel the eye^ 

Where, without fragrance, vernal breezes fly^ 

Give golden harvests fruits of mellow-glow, 

And teach the ductile river where to flov/ ; — . 

Much w^U it feel to find that Science there^ 

Of public favours is denied a share. 

That Genius there, with hand all wildly thrown 

Upon her harp, js left to sigh alone, 

To breathe, with frame unnerv'd, with visage pale^ 

Despair^s sad accents on each passing gale ! 

Ev'n RELPHf had wanted a plain stone to tell 

Where bloomM his virtues, where he sun^ so welL 

Had not rny Boucher, in his fond regard. 

Paid that just tribute to our 7iorthern BarcL 

Once in sev'n years I grant tliat Op'lence pours 
On starving Ciunhrians all its golden showVs, 

A^ Sec Note (XV,) t See Nute (XVr.) 
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When Lords of Manors lay their grandeur dov/n, 
And ask poor Hodge to duie with them m town; 
But say^ in saturnalian days hke these, 
WHien the big promise floats on evVy breeze — 
Say what advantages our country gains 
From all this waste of money and of pains ? 
Do not a train of real evils rise 
Where Party ^s broad-expanded ensign flies? 
Ah, yes ! its favours, though they seem to bless, 
Still leave the hoard of social bliss the less ; 
Intemperance grows, industrious habits fall, 
Till a lethargic stupor spreads o*er all ! 

Believe me, Boucher, he can only clain;! 
The proud distinctioji of a Patriot's name, 
Who to tlie public good, with opening soul, 
Bids all his wishes tend, his passion^ roll ; 
Who, by a tie more strong than Naturl^s drav^m,* 
Makes all his country's interests still his own \ 
Who to his King that best of off 'rings brings — 
The love that from a grateful bosom springs j 
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Who courts not notice as Ambition^s tool-— 
Who scorns to be the rabble's knave or fool ! 
Who will not with one sordid thought inv?-de 
The sanctity, by heav'n-born Freedom made ; 
But to her fane with purest heart repair, 
And all her spirit, all her blessings share, 
Catch the rich honours that, with ray divine. 
Break on the Patriot^ from her hallow'd shrine. 



Nor rests such worth on Fortune's favoring 
hour — 
On the mere accidents of birth and powV j 
Oft, oft it rises in an humble state, 
^Mong Men whom Virtue only renders great, 
Whose moments glide, unmarkM by public fame, 
Whose chief ambition is an honest name I 
For though like Pitt it be not theirs to raise 
A pile of glory on all Europe^ s praise ; 
Nor theirs to bid, like Spencer, valour glow, 
As far as Ocean's swelling biliows flow. 
To blazon triumphs round Britannia's name. 
And sv/ell her records vvith an age of fame 1 
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Yet, touchM by great examples, they can feer 
Upon their souls the patriot-passion steal. 
And, in the track of duty, share applause 
With the first Guardianof our country ^s laws| 
While their domestic Virtues, mildly bright, 
Upon their peaceful life diffuse their light. 
To guard her rights should e^er the State demand; 
Still at that call their gen'Vous breasts expand- 
Still does her Wv^lfare fill e^ach fond desire- 
Still to her praises does their pride aspire : 
Whether amid the battle's rage they fall. 
Or sleep within the church-yard's hallowed wall^^ 
Some humble stone their tale of honour tells— 

Some Shepherd on their public virtue dwells^ 

O ! though the ills of Cumbria I deplore^ 
The eye yet loves to wander o'er her shore ; 
For in her vales, v^hich Avoods and hills surround^ 
The rev^:end form of rustic worth is found ; 
The sjood old-fashion'd virtues lin8:er there. 
And shoot thsir blossoms in congenial air" 5 
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There friendly hearths blaze rpund the welcomed 

guest,; 
There social Freedom opens all her breast ;; 
Ther^-ev'ry look and. word, unspoiPd by art^ 
Spe^ksrthe home-language of an honest heart ; 
There Beauty's form its brightest colours takes, 

r 

While many a soft and ^:ender passion wakes : 
And this, my Friend, is Cumbria's peaceful form. 
When in the glow of civil virtue warm ! 
But when proud Gaul, by vain ambition hurPd-) 
Breaks on the calm of Britain ajid the world, 
ShcT foremost in the ranks of Valou r glows^, 
And bursts to glory in the Nation's cause, 
Adds to the wreaths which Victory's has spread^ 
In radiant folds, round Albion's awful head. 



Shame to the Grii.at ! a land like this should 
-share 
No Patron's favour and no Patriot's care; 
Should^ like some isolated rock, remain, 
Though Natwre^^ bounty blesses ev'ry plain | ] , 
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Shame ! that no more her peaceful hamlets shade 
The bashful virtues of the Village -Maid ; 
That the poor Vagrant is denied a shed, 
Ev'n on the plains tvhere his Forefathers bled ; 
That Labour's hardy offspring leaves the land^ 
Driven by Oppression's rude, unfeeling hand.; 
WHiile, unreclaira'd, her heathy commons lie, 
And spread a dreary desert to the eye ! 

O since I know, n^y Friend, thy gen'rous heart 
Of thy lov'd country's sorrows bears a part. 
Behold the Muse, as Hope's fair blooms expand, 
To all thy patriot-wislies mould the land ; — 
Behold her give, in Fancy's splendid h^»e. 
Free from all shade, thy Cumbria to the view. 
On yon v/aste tracts, with heath and furze o'erspread^ 
Where many a sun its useless beams has shed. 
Where ne'er the thrifty Housewife's rushy light 
Illumes the bosdm of a Winter's night. 
See future harvests crown the mellow'd soil. 
And, vath their wealdi, repay tl^ Tiller's toil t 
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See peaceful cots and little hamlets rise, 

And, sacred spires that seem to touch the skies ; 

V/here Ocean, ^mid th' infuriate tempests rear, 

Sweeps with its rage a solitary -shore ; 

See harbours open, moles projected brave 

The rushing fury of the mountain-wave ; 

And where the billows scatter ruin round, 

In their fierce inroads, see th' opposing mound ; 

See the canal (a gen'rous country^s boast) 

Connect the eastern with the -v?iestern coast j ^ 

See public Bounty, as it rises, spread 

Its genial light round letterM Merit's shed. 

Chase the cold damps that chill the Muse's lyrc^ 

And call forth all its spirit— all its fire ; 

See Painting hold with Nature friendly strife^ 

And touch the canvas till it glow with Iffe ! 

To minds like thine, my Boucher, scenes like 
these, 
Though seen through Fancy's faithless glad's, will 

please ; 

^ See Nole (XVIL) 
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The soul amid the rapturous vision glows. 
And, from her present sorrow, steals a pause. 
And when, -my. Friend, th' illusive joy shall fly, 
And Cumbria's deserts rush upon thine eye, 
O may'st thou still beneath some peaceful shade^^ 
By Learning and by Virtue sacred made, 
Enjoy each, bliss that polished minds cai) please^ 
A lettered leisure, philosophic ease ; 
And till some Bard^ lilPd with the Muse's ^re;^ 
To patriot-virtue jshall attune the lyre, 

, Aind o'€r thy name, in his immortal lays. 
Shed the rich fragrance ox luidying praise. 
Accept this verse, 'tis all my Muse can give. 

^Warm is the tribute, though but short it live^ 
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EPfSTLE II 
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TO MR. DANIEL STALKER 



The dearest Friend to me; the kindest Maiij^ 
The best conditioned an'd un'^earied Spirit 
Irr doing courtesies ; and one in whoiil 
The ancient Roman honour more ap[)cars. 
Than any tha-t d-raws breath in Italy. /> 



vJft, Stalker,^ In my rural bov/'rs/ 
Kind Mem'r.y sooths my passing hours?' 
And in a soft and mellow'd hue 
Recals Life's former scenes to view<. 
O'er Seh^ram^s sweet romantic vales^^ 
Refreshed by earliest vernal gales. 
Our childhood strayM, estrangM to care, 
And catch'd each joy that v/ander'd therein,. 

When on the hill, the setting sun 
With faint, tliough pleasmg lustre shone^" 

i^ See Nolo (XVIII.) 
H 2 
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On Cauda's banks, with breasts at ease, 

EmbowerM in a shade of trees, 

Amid the beams of parting day. 

We sat and talked the hours away; 

Or soft, along the shadowy de!l. 

We heard the hamlet's murmurs swell- — 

Heard the last songs which woodlands pour^. 

At Ev'ning's sweet and silent lioun 



Together, too, we sought the road 
That leads to Learning's bright abode ; 
When, at each step, some prospect neW,^ 
With all the pow'r of magic drew ! 
O'er Homer's epic lays we glow'd, 
Catch'd^ rapture, as his numbers flow'd ; 
Orview'd him where, in Virgil's line?; 
In soft- reflected light he shines. 
The wit of Horace too woiild please. 
And plaintive Ovid's graceful ease : 
But human joys, howe'er refin'd. 
Too long pursu'd, unnerve the mind> 
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l^OT who amidst a blaze can live^ 

Though GsNius ev'n tliat blaze should give ^ • 

Hence, oft upon the village-green^ 

"When twilight stole o^er ev'ry scene; 

With many a rural garland crown'd^ 

We joln'd the sports that circled round ; 

Our raptur'd bosoms, light as air, 

Reflected'ev'ry pleasure there ; 

Whik on the blank of future hours, 

Bright Fancy strew'd her summer-flbWTSo 



But o'er the joys, by Youth carest/ 
Tliat gave their sunshine to the breast, 
Too soon the shades of Sorrow past— 
Too soon life seem'd a darken'd waste ! 
We bade our native fields adieu, 
Where,. on light wing, the minutes flev/ ;. 
You where Augusta^s grandeur spread 
And Thames his oosy waters leads, 
Where smoke and other ills annoy, 

Virtue's calm dignity enjoy! 
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While I, by Fortune humbly laid 
In Burn side's^ sweet-sequester'd shade, 
In accents artless, wild, and rude^ 
Sooth, with a song, my solitude ! 
Here, as my life has reached its noon, - 
Heav'n ! let my ev'ning-sun go doA\Ti ! 
And, tliat the hours m^y smoother glide, 
Let Stalker near my cot reside : ^ 
Then, thongh the ruthless hand of Tim ^ 
Pluck ev'ry flmvV of manhood's prime, 
Amidst an ether mild and clear, 
Shall Life's declining day appear ; ^ 
And, on its lone and shadowy hour. 
The cup of bliss shall Friendship pour;, 
And streams of social rapture roll, 
In radiant current, o'er the soul ! 
And if hoar Care (invidious Fiend !) 
Should o'er our s77iiling landscape bend ^ 
And stiiv^e, with hosti-ie hand, to tear. 
The rose of joy that blossoms there, 



^^ See Fot^(XIX.) 
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\ViLh all our bosoms on a glow, 
We^ll shake our bottle at the foe ! 



. What though, amid the vain and proutl-*" 
The strifes and follies of the croud. 
Your silent virtues live at ease. 
Within a little n^vorld of peace--^ 
That little world— an honest breast, 
By Heaven's sweet-cheering .rAuishine blest! 
Say, can the pomp the city pours, 
E^er gain a heart so framed as yours ? 
Can Wealth or Grandeur's pageant show 
One look of admiration draw I 
Can you, unwearied, Folly trace, 
That changes evVy day its face ? 
Can you, with placid eye, behold 
Fo-vjWy ranky ^nd/avour bought with gold i^ 
Vv^iile modest Merit's useful days 
Are hardly marked by pulSlIC praise ! 

Kast?e then, O haste, to rural calm^ 
In Cumhrhni valleys fix your home j 
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Your easy manners, winning mien, 
Will polish ail the rustic scene ; 
' And o^er the past'ral Virtues throw^ 
A pleasing air, a graceful glow. 
To welcome you from London town. 
Old Skiddav/^ will toss off his frown-*- 
Will soften into smiles his brow, 
Though burthen'd with a load of snow 3 
And Cauda, as he paurs along, 
Will greet you witli his sweetest song 5 • 
The merry lads of Seb'ram^s vale 
Will drink your health in cans of ale 5 
The bonny lasses, free from guile, 
Will bless you with their brightest smile 5 
And I; on rustic reed, wil play 
From morning to the close of day ! 

^ The Jiighest mouatain in Cumberland 

BuKNsiDEy Dec. 1799. 
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EPISTLE IIL 



TO THE AUTHOR'S SISTER, 

WITH 

DR, GREGORY^S ^^ LEGACY TO HIS DAUGHTERS.^^ 



-TjlCCEpt, dear girl, while bloom life's vernal flowVs:) 
The product of a Father's evening-hours ; 
With him we seem in TuscHuni's shade to rove^ 
And talk with Wisdom in her sacred ^rove. 
Free as from Tully's pen instruction flows, 
1^0 give Youth dignity and Age repose ; 
Contemning all that praise which Flatter y^ giv^^ 
In ev'ry precept all the Father lives j 
And warm Affection shews the sacred road 
That leads to Virtue, Happiness, and God ! 
As vernal suns, when they at eve decline, 
Oft on the blushing flowerets sweetly sliine ; 
And scatter o'er them many a magic hue, 
Ere night shall fill their fragrant cups with dew s 
So the fond Father's love, in Life's decays, 
Pours on the infant-mind its farewel-rays— 
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Gilds It with Virtu E^s undecaying light, - 
Etc on it fall th^c/e^ws oFScrrow's night! 

Read then, dear Sally, wilh assiduous care^^ 
'The page that add? new beauties to the Fair 5 
Its pious Author knew the Instructor's part- 
To gain, and then to mould the diictile heart !• 
With all a Teacher's skill he knew to blend 
The duties of a Father and a Friend ; 
Religion here, in garb attractive drest> 
Gives its soft sunshine to the Fair One's breast ; 
There Pleasure's rose, in varied dies, unfolds, 
Twin'd in th' unfadin?: wreath that Virtue holds | 
No joys proscribed that Reason can approve, 
Lost the stern censor m the Father's love ; 
For who tDkmes Beauty innocently gay ? 
Or Wit, whose harmless coruscations play ? 
Save the- cold apath7of Cynic Ace^ 
That deems all Mirth encroachment on the- Sc7ge. 

O let the page that truest getjius fir*d-^ 
P^ Faih-er wrote, and Virtue's self inspir'.d^ 



^ 
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.-Be thy safe pilot from a dang'rous shore, 
With Indiscr.etion*s shipwreck coverM o*er 5 
A Brother's love tlie dang'rous track surveys. 
And, though at distance, still its tfibute pays ; 
Still shall his thoughts, from cold self-interest free. 
In all his wand'rings, fondly dwells on thee — 
Dwell till his tomb proclaim his wand'rings o'er, 
And his stilk bosom beat for thee no more ! 



Adieu ! I'll leave thee, m thy native bov/'rs, 
To the dear Guardian* of thine orphan'd hours ; 
Too much thy Friend, too much the Friend of Truth, 
To bid his-vigilitnce repose o'er Youth; 
On that gay season Vice its magic tries, 
From it the future takes th' imparted dies : 
Since circumscribed the space the Fair can claim, 
For their exertions in the,£elds of fame, 
No trajuient blooms should croud the bounded scene. 
But Virtue's laurels of undying green. 

* William Scott, Efq. the Author's maternal Uncle. Tins 
• Gentleman, no less distinguished for the vigour of his under- 
T^anding than for the virtues of his heart, died at Scberaham in 
i793, soon nfter th-ese verees were written. 
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EPISTLE IV. 

TO A YOUNG LADY. 



W HY, Mary, has your pen so long ' 
Ne'er made a sonnet or a song ; 
'Twill gather rust, unless you use it. 
And all the Muses will abuse it* 
Since Winter has to Greenland fled — 
The gelid clime where he was bred. 
And where, amidst a pile of snows. 
He braves the sun and all his foes ; 
^Mid Lyne^s"^ sweet murmurs court the Muse. 
When morning sheds its pearly dews ; 
When Flora's hand gilds ev'ry scene 
With roseate flow'rs and cheerful green; 
When lively larks, on airy wing. 
Salute with sprightly notes the spring : 



^ A river ia the noiUi of Cumbcrjua-d 



^ 



MISCELLANIES* J45: 



When vocal Zephyrs breathe along, 
And ev'n the Hether^ gives its song ! 

Haste 1 tell me, in harmonious rhymcj 
What has employed you all this time ; 
And let your gathered news disperse^ 
In all the melody of verse ! 

Pray tell me what poor hapless Swain 
Sighs for some haughty Fair in vain ; 
What Lads and Lasses faithful prove. 
And bask amid the beams of love ; 
What thoughtless pair^ in wedlock's tether- 
On some bare heath, are bound together; 
Ah ! who can paint this couple's woe 
When times are hard and purse is low ! 
Sad, sad they drag the marriage -chain, 
In future dread and present pain : 
Chill blows the Winter on their bow'rs. 
And -Toil attends their summer-hours ; 
No field of waving grain is theirs. 
Nor tree, that mellow apples bears ; 

* A small river that falls into the LynCo 

O 
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The lowing herds, that range the vales. 
Ne'er fill, with streamy milk, their pails : 
The flocks, that bleat on hill or lawn, 
They cannot— cannot call their ov/n ! 

Perhaps so brisk a girl as you 
. May bring a livelier scene to view, 
And bid me note some village-gre^n, 
Where roseate Health aiidjVIiRTH ^rs segns 
Where artless music warbljg^ ypund. 
While merry dancers beat the ground 5 
Where rural lads and lasses meet, 
With hearts that to Love's measures beat 5 
Where boys and girls, with flowing hajr 
And rosy cheeks, play here and there ; 
Where Age, forgetful of its years. 
Amidst Youths sprightly sports appears i 
Perhaps you'll say that angry Fate 
Has scatter'd ills o'er ev'ry state. 
That, 'midst Wealth's rising hoards, we find 
Dark gath'ring vapours cloud the mind,— • 
That daily fancied woes increase. 
And, from the bosom, banish peace a. 
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These truths I oivii, but sure you^ll grant 
That many griefs are caused by Want. 
Want often o'er the married life 
Diffuses care, and gloom, and strife^ 
Till ev'ry flow'r, by Hymen spread, 
ChilPd by its icy touch, lies dead ; ' 
Till evVy pretty view is gone. 
That 'midst Love's gilded prospects shone. 



May you, who breathe the Zephyr's gale. 

In H 's hospitable vale. 

Whose gentle bosom knows no care. 
If Love h^ve made no conquests therc^-^ 
May you, who ^midst all plenty live, 
^Midst evVy bliss this world can give. 
Ne'er feel a woe to shade Lifers hours— ^ 
To heave that tender breast of yours ; 
But still may Joy illume your eye, 
Like the sweet light tliat gilds a vernal sVj, 

Blackwell^ May^ iyg6. 
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TALE S. 



TALE I. 

THE FIELD PREACHER. 



WhostrainM celestial themes 



Through the prest nostril, spectacle bestrid. 

William Cowper, 

A M.Mist, one day. witl. kindling ire. 

A gainst die vices of the age declaimed ; 
At ev'ry Toper's nose, that seemed on fire. 

The thunder of his rage he aim^d ; 
And, with an angry face, as red as gore, 
Tht Jla7ni7tg prominence damn'd o^er and o'er I 

Sighs. from the crowd then flew as thick as hail, 
And blubbering on all sides was heard around j 
Ev'n bumper-tossing Tom was found 
As any sncA?v^ statue pale j 
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With penitential eye, he seem'd to say, 

** Alas ! my soul will be old Satan'' s prey ! '* 

The Preacher glow'd, indeed, from top to toe. 
And savage were his looks and air ; 
Of souls he gave to heav'n but little shares 
Sending whole cargoes to th* infernal foe I 
Ev'n to the softer sex he was so rude. 
That Moll, "Vv-ith deep contrition, wept aloud, 
And Tabitka, poor iSbul! (can I forget her?) 
Fix'd like a statue, without motion^ 
Or like a culprit in a fetter-^ ' 
(Such was tji.e magic of the lecture, 
With which the gaping crowd was cramm'd! ) 
Into her pericranhuji got a notion, 
That she was ^mong the number of the damnM j 
Because, at times, she swigg'd the barley's nectar, 
Though with the sinful practice she was snug — 
And from exploring eyes still drank her mug* 

When with his jSercest looks the Preacher frown'd. 
And nought but sighs and groans were heard 
around, 

^ 3 
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Bold Jack, a weather-beaten tar, 
With frontlet rough, witU many a scar, 

Frowning defiance at the blast ! 
Swore that the canting Man was mad — 
Nay,. said before his face, "You are a rogue- — 
" A raving hypocrite to run down grog, 
" And well deserve a fiogging at the mast-— 
** A hearty drubbing from each sailor-lad : 
" Know, whining booby, that the clay, 
*' Which our terrestrial fabric forms, 
" Unless well moisten'd ev'ry day, 

** Will, like a lubber, shrink at stcrmSo 
** 0/i/ Boy ! I see your knav'ry plain, 

** I know your bottom is not good ; 
** From stem to stem you've not a vein 
** That circulates a drop of honest blood I 
*' I care not for that wide -expanding wig, 
** In which you look so grave and bip- ; 
' *' I value not a rush the glasses, 

** Which bestride your Roman nose, 
« In spite of you and them, I'll hail the lasses, 
*' And sv/ig my grog, whatever weather blows^*' 
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When thus with honest alrdour Jack had glow'd, 
He left the crowd, and, jogging on his road, 
The Preacher^s house he spied, 
"Whose family had left it to the mice ; 
Embrowned by sweat and dust he thither hied^ 
And reach'd the mansion in a trice, 
In hopes to find a sailor^s cheer — 
Beef, bacon, cgrog, and beer; 
But when he found the barracado'd door, 
He curs'd th' unfeeling owner o'er and o'er ; 
And with his oaken cudgel made his way 
To where a cellar's window let in day ; 
There, there a precious hoard he found — 
Large casks of sparkling liquor pil'd around! 

When he had made the nectar flow. 
And all his soul was on a glow. 

He pitied much the mdancholy band, 
Whom he left sobbing to the Preacher's rant;-— 
He thought a taste of grog would do them good-* 

Make their desponding hearts expand— 
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Would raise their drooping heads and cheer their 

blood ! 
^^ Poor souls !^^ (said he), ^^ they die of want/* 
So oiF he goes, a runlet on each shoulder : 

And, when he reachM the sighing crowd, 
" Evo ! my boys ^^ (he- cries in accents loud), 
^* By heav'n ! your hulls shall never moulder, 
^' While there's a drop of grog to give them mois* 

ture ; 
^' Leave the old lady let him and Boreas bolster;—* 
^^ And tell him plainly he's uncivil 
^^ To send good Christian people to the Devil 1'^ 

Jack (in his hat^s capacious crown) 
Then dealt around the precious ooonj 
TilLsprightly Mirth and Rapture's glow. 
Like sunshine, sat on ev'ry brow ; ' 
And ev'n the Preacher made a pause— 
Nay from the glasses freed his nose— ^ 
Tost -off the terror-striking v;ig, 
In which he lono; had looked so bie : 
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And the nectareoits liquor quaiFM^ 
Till he could hardly jog : 
Then, with a voice both loud and clear. 
He sung the praises of tlie cheery 

And vow'd to leave the canting craft, .. 
In search of precious grog. 



TALE IL 

THE RELAPSE. 

Old HoDGEy who long in Vice^s paths had run. 
One nip-ht, poor wretch ! as he lay sick in bed;s, 

Said to his ribj " my dear, to-morrow's sun 

^^ I fear will see me numbered 'mong the dead \ 

" Fetchi fetch the Doctor, much I want to hear, 

^' If he can make me breathe anotlier year.'* 



Soon Tabitha old Nostrum brought, 

Wlio, with a pair of glasses on his nose, 
Look'd at his patient^s tongue and face, and thought 
.The Fellow^s twinkling life was ne'er a close ;*- 
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Nay told him with a clear, prophetic tongue, 

^^ My friend ! fiis night your death-bell will be rung !^' 

While through the tov/n the mournful story flew. 
That Hodge, poor man! was on his death-bed lyings 

While Tab IT HA and friends their last adieu, 

Roundhim,withsympathizingbreastsw'eresi^'hing5) 

The Priest (old Spintext) to his hut repairs 

With those soul-healing pills — a hook ofpfayWs^ 



e Pars'" ii was deep! read in sacred lore, 
, Time had on him its characters imprest; - 
A placid smile upon his phiz he wore, 

That seem^d to say his bosom was at rest 5- 
Still to a dying sinner he would hie. 
Blest ! if he heard the penitential sigh ! 

^^ Friend!'^ (cried the rev'rend man, when Hodge 

he viewM) 

^^ Your sins are heavy as a pig of lead ; 
^^In s^prt, your life has been so vile and lewd, 

^^ That rujuch, ah m^cji! your future state I dread j' 
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But, as you seem In penitential 7nood^ 
Perhaps a prayer or two might do you good. 

On this the good man drawPd a length of pray V, 

A calm uppn the Sinner's visage sat, 
Till near him fell in wrecks his crok^ry nvare, 
Tost from a shelf by Tom, his favorite cat ; 
Hodge, snvearing then in anger's fiercest glow, 
,Siez*<l Spintext's wig wit;h an ttnhallpnxi\d panjo^ 
And with it laid the purring culprit low» 



TALE III. 

THE DELIBERATE MOURNER. 

,VVhen Hob, as heav'n ordained, had lost his 

spouse— 
His life's s*voeet comforter for many a year. 
He could not, honest fellolv ! force a tea;-, 
But what he thought might answer full. as wellj 
With lengthened phiz, he gave a hideous yell^ 

That frightened ev'ry soul within the house ! 
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Next morning, when his feeling neighbours came. 
In hopes to make his noisy grief more tame, 
And, by their counsels, do the mourner good. 

Arid reconcile him to Affliction's rod, 
They found him delving in his hasty-pud^- — 

Pud rough with lumps, and solid as a sod ! 

^^ We're glad to see your stomach Is so fierce,'' 
(With soft congratulating looks they spoke;) 

"It shews your health has gained its former course, 
" And that your honest heart is still unbroke ! '* 



" Unbroke ! (cried Hob), my sorrow is so loud, 

" It rends my very bosom strings in twain ; 
" Xo roar, like hogs, at meals, it would be rude, 
" But when Fve supped my gulls \ I'll cry agaln.''^ 

* Contraction of hasty-pudding; made in Scotland, and in 
the Englilh counties bordering on Scotjand, of oatmeal and 
"Water boiled to a consistency. 

\ A cant name for kasty-puWingo 
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TALE IV. 

THE PARSON AND THE KNIGHT. 



JtVn Jionest Priest, with thirty pounds a year, 

LovM to the bottom of his soul good cheer ; 

But, ah ! his purse could not defray the cost^, 

All It could reach was but weak beer at most : 

Yet still he thought his situation neat — 

Four ea^y furlongs from Sir Roger^s seat. 

Where 'midst care-killing bumpers he would sit^ 

And for Sir Roger's liquor give his wit; 

Blest hour ! when, from the venerable hall. 

He heard the cheerful bell to dinner call ; 

'Twas then from heav'n's great work he called IiIs 

thougjjts, 
Left vicVage, bible, Tillotson, and notes; 
And, from the hoary burden oi4hreescorey 
With vigour, toss'd twice fifteen years or more ! 

~ One day when he, with constitution stable, 
Reached that soul-cheeringr j/V/;/--^Sir Roger's table. 

P 
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An ancient tankard, grav'd .with curious art, 
.More than aught else engaged his eye and heart 5 
For why ? because it was of wondVous size, 
And filPd with ale that sparkled to the eyes ; 
Two quarts its contents, measur'd by the g^g^9 
Too much for man in this degenerate age ! 
/ CarvM on the bottom, bright in silver hue. 
An Angel's iigure glitter'd to the vieWo 

The Parson €y'd |:he vessel o'^r and o'er, 
Pleas'd with the sweet-inviting smiles it wore ; 

' Then calmly heav'd it to his head, to shew 
His health was good — his /a b r Ic y^^lthout fa nv ; 
But when the Q:litt'rinp; vase had r^ach'd his chin. 
And his eye sparkled on th^ cheer within, 

. '* Pray whither bound?'' (the good Sir Roger said).; 

: ^' A draught too copious may turn wrong your 

head— 

^ ^' May wreck your senses .on some fatal rock, ' 

:^' And leave without a guide jour Sunday flock/' 
^[ To best o^ lands^' (replied the Priest) I'm bound— 
The terra sa?2ctay where an Angel's found j 



' ^ 
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And if I fall, a Martyr^s fate is giv% 

I fall, blest sight ! within th^ vien.vo£ f:e^v'n ! 



The ICnighr, who was a man of 772ickle^^ glce^ 
Bleas^d with this wit, admitted all its plea ; 
But ere the Parson his next visit paid, 
Another vase was' ordered to be made i 
It like the other raisM the Artist's fame, 
The same its form, and ev'n its size the same^ 
And carv'd alike, save in the AngePs place 
Frown'd the grim Te?7ipi€r of the human raceo 
When filPd with ale, alluring to the draught I 
Close to the Parson^s elbow it was brought. 
He instant rear'd it ; but, afraid to fall, 
Took his firm stand against a neighboring v/ail. 
Where his keen pulls, that made the bottom drjj, 
Laid bare th' infernal figure to the eye* 
He gazM — he started— thought the Knight uncivil-) 
To' change a smiling Angel for the DeviL 



^ Much, 



p % 
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** Well, friend!" (with laughing phiz, Sir Roger 

cried), 
** I hope the liquor's good that you have tried** 
The ale (the rev'rend Man replied) Is such, 
Our draughts may fetch too little — not too much ; 
So choice, indeed, that Man's invidious focy 
To seize the earthly nectar, lurk*d below ; 
Ah ! then life would have been a cheerless waste,* 
I saw his aim — so drank it up in haste. 
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FABLE ti > 

THE OWL AND THE NIGHTINGALE. 



v/NE Summer-night when all was still; 
Except the sweetly murmuring rill^ 
A Nightingale, perch 'd on a spray^ 
Sung all the lonesome hours away ; ' 
The music of his plaintive notes ' 
Rebounded from the neighboring grotSji' > 
And, in harmonious cadence, fell 
On Melancholy^s lonely cell j 
Or to the Poet^s raptur'd ear, 
In all its mournful swell, was dear I 



Aai Owl, offended at the strains^^ 
Of each unwelcome note complains ; 
And, from the hollow of an oak, 
Thusio the little Minstrel spoke-: 

^ 3 
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*' Why, noisy warbler ! why obtrude 
*' Thy songs upon my solitude ? 
" Why on my nightly studies break, 
" V/hen philosophic truths I seek ? 
*' Still should the singing tribe retire, 
"" Soon as the sun forsakes yon spire, 
*' And leave the hours of Wisdom free 
" From all intrusive harmony." 

" Ah, why!" (the Nightingale replied) 
*' Should harmless songs offend thy pride— 
** Songs that still sooth the pensive breast, 
** V/hen Day's sweet Birds retire to rest. 
, ** Poor, moping, solitary thing ! 
** What are ih^ fruits thy musings bring ? 
*' Do solemn looks and half-shut eye 
*' A philosophic mind imply ?- 
** By ev'ry sweet, melodious bird, 
*' With dread alarm, thy voice is heard ; 
*' And all thy fund of knowledge lies 
" Hid from the search of comiiior. eyes." 
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FABLE II. 

THE HORSE JND THE TIDE. 

J\ HORSE, free from the curbing rein, 

Was prancing o'er the verdant plain. 

Just as the tide was spreading o'er 

The herbage of the marshy shore ; 

O Impudence ! its billows beat, 

Close at the gen^^ous creature's feet ! 

What could he do ? — with kindled ire, 

He bade the scoundrel Tide retire : 

** Back to the main, intruder ! go, 

(He cried in Indignation's glow); 

" Why threaten, with your rage, the vales 

*' Where gently blow the Ev'ning gales ? 

" Now when, from peaceful groves and dells, 

" The sweetest vernal music swells ; 

« When mildly shines to ev'ry eye 

" The azure of a cloudless sky ; 

« When yonder moon, from lamp serene, 

" Throws placid light o'er ev'ry scene, 
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^' You, like a furious maniac, rave, 

^^ Tumultuous roar, dash v/ave on wave, 

^^ Break thro' the firm opposing mound, 

^^ And scatter desolation round : 

*^ Leave, mad intruder ! leave the plain, 

*^ And hide your fury in tlie main ! 

«^ Why all this railing ? (said t^ie tide), 
*' You find me guilty ere I'm tried ; 
^^ Yon pale-fac'd moon, who glides so proud, 
^^ Whose praises you have sounded loud, 
^^ Who, with a a stream oi stolen light, 
^^ Gilds the blank bosom of the night, 
^^ Who, v/kh an aspect so demure, 
*^ Looks on the Peasant's woodbine bow^r— 
*^ That Moan, believe me, is the cause, 
^^ The source from whence the 7714 s chief ^or^^ 
^* On me slie acts by latent force, 
'^^ And heaves vaj surges in their course : 
"^^ If she and storms would let me rest, 
^< 5erene and calm would be my breast/^ 
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FABLE III. 

THE BEES AND THE JVASTS. 

JL wo Bees one day, from neighboring hives> 
Ysfho had been cronies all tlieir lives, 
Togetlier perch'd, in evil hour, 
Upon a Rose's opening flowV ; 
The god of discord^ hov'ring nigh, 
Observ'd them, with malignant eye, - 
And fiU'd their little breasts with ire — 
With fierce Dissention's deadly fire. 
** Room ! room ! (cries one), pray give me room, 
" You'll toss me from this fragrant bloom ; 
<* This Rose I claim by prior right, 
** To otlier flowrs pray wing your flight ; 
" Is ev'ry gen'rous feeling dead, 
<* Or are you only badly bred?" 

The other Bee with haste replied, 
** \\Tiy all tJiis insolence and pride ? 



^w 
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" This Rose — this field of flowVs, 
" No prior right can e*er make yours j. 
" Before I'll leave my roseate seat, 
** I'll drain it of each liquid sweet.'* 

Some wasps who, from a spreading bough, . 
Had heard, with joy, the quarrel grow, 
ExdaimM, " Good neighbours,, whence this fray ? 
" The case is just as clear as day, 
** But we must part, see ! yonder sky 
*' Foretells some rushing tempest nigh 5 
^ If you'll to-morrow be at home 
" (Our fee is but a bit of comb), 
** With justice and distinction nice, 
" Th' affair we'll settle in a trice." 
The Bees agreed : they leave the Rose,- 
And in their fragrant hives repose ; 
Th* officious wasps, at morning-light. 
On active pinions urge their flight ; 
They reach the hives, admission gainj^ 
Much of their toilsome flight complain, 



r 



JFABLES. l67 

r ■ — ^-^.^i^^i^— ^ ■ ■ ■ I ■ » , — ■ .__ — .^._ — ^ ■ - ■ ■ J I - - - . — ■ . ■— 

^ ^ ■ — - . . ■ - " ■ '•' " 

Then highly praise the snug retreat, 
Think ev'ry cell uncommon neat ; 
They talk, they eat — the day declines, 
The sun with faded lustre shmes. 
^^ To-morrow (said the Wasps) we'll trace 
^^ The various whidings of the case ; 
^^ But know that freely we must live, 
^^ Your honey you must (• heerful give ; 
^^ 'Twill add more vigour to the tongue, 
^^ When it declaims on r^ghi and nvrongJ^ 
iThe ho;7ejf Wasps, from day to day, 
Alleg'd new reasons for delay, 
And constant with the Bees remainM, 
Till all the honey-cells were drained ; 
Then, from tli' Impoverish'd hives, they flew, 
And bade their cred'lous friends adieu. 
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FABLE IV. 



THE FOX AND THE ASS, 



J\ PROWLING Fox, on Madam Flavians eround. 
Was forc'd to leave his tail within a trap j— 

He vows revenge, though ev'ry Friend around 
Begs him to bear with patience his mishap ; 

But all in vain ; the passion in his breast 

Burns with too hot a rage to be supprest. 

One day he sees an Ass upon the road. 
With sliouldcrs gall'd by many a cruel load j 
*' Good Friend (says Reynard to the honest Ass), 

How comes it that the world ne'er knows your 
nvorf/j ! 

O infamy ! to carry pots and glass, 

And be a very vagabond on eardi ! 
And then to make a meal upon a v/hin* ! . 
All ! whore's the wonder that you look so tliin ? 

* Furze. 
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Observe the haughty Horse on yonder plain — 
Yon parti-colourM beast that's white and black, 

He's fed witli luscious grass, with hay and grain> 
And carries pretty Misses on his back ; 

While yours the vilest load — ev'n brooms and mat.9^ 

Pots, dishes, spoons, old rags, and Beggar's brats! 

Your modesty, believe me, Master Jss, 

Has, from the public eye, concealed your merit j 

Why, not a single creature that eats grass 

Can boast so fine a shape — so bold a spirit! 

Look at your feet, — what workmanship is there ! 

And when you move, — what majesty of air. 

The way to gain distinction is quite clear, 

See ! yonder's Madam Flavia on her nag; 

Go, cross her road — prick up each beauteous ear, 
And fleetly scamper round her like a stap- ; 

Then give her Ladyship your sweetest song — 

I mean a bray that's musical and strong* 
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Pleas'd with these words, the long-ear'd creature hiesj 
And soon o'ertakes fair Flavia on the road. 

Brays loud and long, and trots before her eyes. 
Till the afFrighten'd steed throws ofF his load ; 

Ah, then! the Ass, poor beast! was caught and tied. 

And merciless cudgels laid across his hide ! 
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EPIGRAM I; 
THE FEE, 



usT as grey-headed Scrub had breathed his last. 
An honest Doctor of immortal fame, 
With wisdom-speaking phiz, like Galen's, came 
To mend, if possible, his bellows' blast— 
He came with all a y^*^//;?^ Christianas haste. 

With sweat aiid dust incrusted to the nose, 
To watch, with care. Life's taper in its waste. 
And give the Wretch's body some repose* 



But when, to his surprise, the Doctor found 
The Fellow in his cabin dead. 
And heavy as a lump of lead, 

A hurricane of oaths he blew around, 

(^2 
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That seem'd to shake the very dome ; 
Till lo ! the virtue of ^^fee 
■J Brought to his stormy breast a calm, 
Like placid oil^^^ thrown on an angry sea ! 



EPIGRAM II. 

When Jack (a jovial toper) found, 

With rapid pace, his health decline ; 
, And when he heard his neighbours round 

Impute It to his love of wine, 
^^ I cannot take you for my guide, 
*^ My sympathizing Friends,'^ he cried, 
^^ For should I bid the glass farewell, 

^^ That o'er Life's pathway throv/s a charm, 
^^ A troop of sorrows would rebel, 

*^ And, ah ! unnerve that very arlil, 

* The efficacy of oil, in stilling the waves of the sea, has 
been considered as a modern discovery j but it was known to the 
AncientS; and is particularly mentioned by Pliny, 
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" Which late with vigour tost it: 
" You say tliat health is dear — why then, 
" Amidst the haunts of merry meij, 

" I'll seek it where I lost it. 



EPIGRAM IIL 

JLJicK on his wife could not bestow 
One tear of Sorrow when she died j 

Her life had made so many flow, 

That all the briny fount was dried^ 
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EPIGRAM IV. 

W HEN Distich from his brother Poets stole 
Scores of their lines, he swore he wrote tKem all $ 
But, woe to him ! soon angry Critics prov'd 
The tracks where his purloining pen liad mov'd ; 
Vex'd at detection, and to cheat still prone. 
He left their works and prowPd among his own^. 
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Burnished their pages, long ago in print, 
And pass'd them as fresh issu'd from the mint : 
The Writer's art now braves the Critic's lore, 
Tor who e'er reads what Distich wrote before. 



EPIGRAM V. 

V^NE day when Peter Puff foretold, 
With tongue prophetic, loud, and bold, 
That All his Muse's hrats would live. 

When in the grave his pulse was still ; 
.;, Then (cries a Friend) haste make your will. 
If, Peter, you have aught to give. 



EPIGRAM VI. 

iVlY Friend (cries Paddy) would you but impait 
To me the mystery of the s'wim7ning art^ 
Kach moment of my life would glibly run^ 
l^vvift as the finny race Fd glide/ 
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Cleave, with extended arms, the tide, 
And in the wat'ry region have such fun. 
As earthly bipeds never had before ! 
But then, dear honey ! you must know. 
Lest in the water I should sink too lonvj 
And my poor pulse should beat no more, 
I do not mean to wet my feet, 
Or bid my arms expand. 
Till I have learnt the business quite complete 
Upon the faithful basis of dry land. 



EPIGRAM VII. 

ON SEEING SOME SNOW FALL AND MELT 

ON THE 

BOSOM OF J YOUNG LADY. 

W HEN I beheld the fleecy snow 

Melt on Amelia^s breast, 
I thought 'twas melted by ]Love's glo'Wp 

And that I'd soon be blest ! 
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JBut, when I woo'd, all ! my mistake 

In her averted looks appears ; 
I found the envious snowy flake 

Had only wept away in tears j 
Because the bosom of the Maid 
Such pure, transcendent white display *dr 
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EPIGRAM -VIII. 

W HEN we In S rV life survey 

The lustre that th& Virtues give^ 
The purest breath of praise we pay~* 
, Are blest, if he'll that boon receive, 



But Censure through the town has rung; 

That a9 r ne'er forgives his foesj 

Yes, it has said, with envious tongue. 

That t/;ere his duties make a pause ; 
And this is true; — the world must know 
That geu'rous 6*— r has no foe* 
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EPIGRAM IX. 



Oh observing a Person of slow Comprehension 

PORE OVER 

THE ODES OF HOE ACE. 



W HAT, Horace ! how dare you, friend Balbus 

intrude 
On the rich soil of Genius ? — I think you are rudej 
The fruit of Apollo how dare you come nigh, 
Lest in anger he shoot you, and hang you on high— 
Ev'n make you a scare-croiv, that Dunces may shun 
The fields where his laurels expand to the sun. 



EPIGRAM X. 



Written in the Blank Leaf of a Quarto Volume 



OF 

DULL POEMS. 



JVl^vius (the Bard), born in a writing hour, 
With pen unsheath'd, defies the Critic's pow'r ; 
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The threatening rod he values not a phi, 

Brass in his front, stupidity within : 

Whip him with vigour, lash him o^er and o^er, 

On his unwearied wheel he spins the more : 

And, when his toil is finished, takes a nap 

(LuIPd by his own sweet notes) in Dullnesses lap ^ 

Thus whirling tops, that catch the school-boy's eye^ 

Lash'd well with thongs, in quicker circles ply ; 

And, whdn the well-directed scourges cease, 

In some dark, silent nook recline at peace. 







ELEGIE 






Nihil hie nisi triste videbls. ' OvxDii Tri$T> 



ELEGY I. 

THE SORROWS OF ROYALTY, 



supposed to be written by 
THE UNFORTUNATE I-OUIS XVL 

The Night previous to his Execution^ 

1 IS nip-ht ! and no echoes its silence invade, 

o 

Save what bear the tribute that Sorrow has paid; — 
'Tis night ! yet its empire will soon pass away. 
And hills, woods, and valleys luxuriate in day ; 
The morning will dawn — but what light can dispel 
The shades of Affliction, that hang o'er my cell? 
The sun will disperse the cold dews of the grove, 
But the dews of my sorrow what 4tm can remove ? 



l8o ELEGIES* ^ • ^ 

The sweet, cheering sun of Religion will glow 
With light, that ne^er sets on the depths of my woe ; 
Though Friends all prove faithless, and leave me to 

' movirn, 
The eye, wet with sorrow, to It I can turn ; 
Lifers desert, though dreary and swept by the blast, 
Though covert with darkness, will shortly be past; 
And fields, fresh in verdure, and gilded with light, 
Where Bliss is immortal, will dart on the sight. 

Be still then, O bosom! and heave not a sigh^ 
The shades that surround me to-morrow will fly ; 
With souls. torn with malice, though Ruffians be near. 
The sweet voice of Comfort still breathes on my ear j 
Though foes have rent from me the altar and throne. 
Still, still is the hearths silent pleasures my own ; 
The rude hand of Rapine or- Force cannot tear 
The blossoms that, nurtured by Virtue, blow there ; 
And, t^ioiigh not a trace of state-grandeur remain, 
Yet still 'mid Religion's svv^eet views I can reio-n— 
Can catch, 'midst Affliction, a light that ne'er dies, 
From the lamp of that liope that is sent from t]ie skies. 
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Farewell, hapless Orphans ! Marie*, farewell! 
A parting so short, let a sigh never tell ; 
While Fortune's rude billows beat cold on your 

breast, 
O look to the shore where each billow shall rest-« 
The shore where the rose-buds of Pleasure ne^e^r 

fade. 
And the winter of Sorrow ne'er scatters a shade! 



ELEGY IL 

-SUPPOSED TO BE WRITTEN 

BY 

MARIE THERESxV CHARLOTTE BOURBON 

SOON AFTER THE 

TRAGICAL DEATH OF HER PARENTS./ 



/ 



vxoNE is the guardian- shade that screened 

My infant-hours from ill ; 
The gentle bosom, where I leaned— 

That throbbM with grief, is still \ 

* Marie Antoinette, Queen of France. 
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From spiry Grandeur's glittering height^ 

I saw my Parents fall j 
J saw my prospects set in night. 

And horror shadow all ! 



^ , ^^eav^n, if an Orphan^s cause be thine^ 

.0 hear an Orphan^s pray'r ; 

I seek not FoRTUNE^s gilded shrine^ 

To breathe my wishes there. 

O let me be a Village-^Maid 

To wreathe my humble bow*rs, 

While, o'er the mournful willow's shade. 
Soft steal the evening-hours ;^ 

"To walk the dell, when Cynthia's beams 

Gild it with colours pale ; 
■ ^o hear the noise of plaintive streams 
X>k on the Zephyr's gale. 

And though the pomp that Station gare 
On me no longer glows, 
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O may I from the ruins save 
A Friend to tell my woes ! 

Soft may the wellern breezes blow 

Upon my earthly bed ;- — 
Sweet vernal suns upon it glow, 
- And Shepherds' tears be shed I 



ELEGY III, 

TO THE 

MEMORY OF THE REF.JOSIJHRELFW. 



X ask'd of a Shepherd who pressed 
A bank where the primroses blow. 

Whose cares had not sadden 'd his breast, 
Though Age had indented his brow — • 

1 ask'd him to shew me the seat, 

The arbour where Corydon play'd, 

* Some account of this sweet Pastoral Poet is given in Kote 
XII, at the end of the book, 

R a 
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Whose warbllngs so sweetly did meet 
The chorus that came from the glade, 

«' That arbour*' (he said with a sigh) 
" With chaplets of Sorronu is crown'd^ 

«* Since the pipe, that bade R.apture be nighj 
*' No more spreads the magic of sound ! 



T 



*' Can the sun, when it crimsons the hill, 
" Or gilds, with rich lustre, the lawn — 

" Can the soft-sootliing voice of the rill 
*' Delight when our Corydon's gone I 

" Beneath yon rude thorn he repos'd, , 

" When Spring had enamell'd each scene j 
" When Summer, In splendour, had clos'd, 
. "And Autumn had mellowed the green. 

** In Winter so wild and so drear, 

*' In woodlands depriv'tl of their shade, 

« He roamed 'mid the waste of the year, 
" And mcum'd o'er each flow'ret d^Q^y*d I 
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*' Where dew-dropping v^illows complain 
** To streamlets that wander beneath, 

*<The Echoes repeated his strain, 

" While the Muses were twining his wreath, 

" 1*he first time he breath'd on his reed, 
" And gave its wild notes to the wind, 

** The Swains of the valley decreed 
" A garland — the type of his mind* 



"5* The pink and the lily were there-— 
** The laurel (the emblem of fame 
** The rose that can vie with the FaiRj 

* 

** But, in blushes i renounces its claim 



«^ Still sacred to Grief be the bow'rs 
*' That rise on the verge of yon grove^ 

^* Where Innocence gathers her flow'rs, 
** To weave the fond garlands of Love 

* 

«* There Corydon's health did declinej 
«< Like lilies that droop in the dale | 

ft 3 
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^^ T^ere Sorrow did sprinkle his shrine, 
*' Like devv'^ that descends on the vale ! 



^^ What bosom refuses to mourn, 

*^ Beside the green leaf of his yew ? 

^^ He gave us a lesson^' to learn, 
" As^ dying, he bade us adieu ! 

*^ Sunk in shade lies the pride of the grove, 

" When the beam fades at eve on yon height^ 

** But we saw all his virtues improve, 
** When the ray of his life set in night. 

«• Remembrance shall dwell on his lay, 
^* TW chas'd every woe but Despair ; 

** That sooth'd, at the fall of the day, 
" So sweetly the vigils of Care. 

* Mr. Relph died with the greatest composure, giving in- 
structions to hiii Pupils for the future rcguhition of their iives. 
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^^ On the breast of yon stream*, as it flows, 
^^ Shall the tribute of sorrow be shed ; 

^^ While the- yew drops the dews from its boughs, 
^' To impearl the green turf of hk bed 1'^ 

The Shepherd then rose on his crook, 

As the shades of the Ev'nins: were near: 
In silence he paus'd on a brook. 

And I bade him farewell with a tear! 



ELEGY IV. 

TO THE MEMORY OF ROBERT BURNS, 

THE SCOTTISH BARD. 

XT. HARD you tlie sigh cf Sorrow breathe, 

Where yonder ancient hawthorn grows ? 
Saw you the cypress's mournful wreath, 

Where Ayr*, in bright meanders, flows ? 

^' A favourite fountain, near which h.e used to pass many of 
his summer evenings. 

'f A rive?- in Ayrshire, the native county of Uurns, - 



/ 
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That sig/j was pour'd o'er Colin's grave. 

Whose artless reed so sweetly play'd ; 
And Shepherds bade that gcti'land wave, 

Where Co^in with the Muses stray'd; 

No more the voice of rural Mirth 
Is heard, at eve, m v/ood or dale ; 

No more, to cheer the Peasant's hearth, 
Goes round the sprightly song or tale. 

And still shall gentle Colin's name. 
In Memory's fond regard, be dear y 

Still shall departed Genius claim 

Those sacred rites — a sigh, a tear 1 

To him the magic tones were known 
That from the cliords of Music dart; 

The human breast he made his o^\ti. 
By powers that scorn'd the aid of arte 

Sweet Nature^s child, he lov'd to taste 
The simple pleasures Naturs: yields^ 
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Oft viewM the wildness of the waste. 
And oft the grandeur of the fields ! 

Aniidst the music floating round, 

From vocal dell and murmVing stream, 

He oft in yonder vale was found, 
Rapt in some sweet poetic dream ! 

Oft would he ^mid the wild wood view 

Soft Evening's shades steal o'er the rose; 

Oft would he, while tlie Zephyr's blew. 
Upon a bed of fiow'rs repose. 

Health tlien its glowing colours spread. 

And Temperance nerv'd his mental powers j 

Wliile many a guiltless moment shed 
Its sunshine o'er his silent bow'rs I 



He watch'd his flocks, when morning-light, 
With liquid pearls, illum'd each spray ; 
' He wandered home, when yonder height 
Was coloured witli departing day. 
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*MId joys like these he lovM to live. 
Obscurely safe in humble fame ; 

And great ' if song and virtue give 
A grandeur to a Shepherd's name I 

But soon a gather'd cloud o'ercast 
A scene of bliss so mildly pure ; 

Near him illusive Pleasure* past, 
And lur'd him from his peaceful bow'r'. 

Ah ! then, to themes of rural praise, 
No more his magic lyre was strung 5- 

Intemp*rance, o*er his sum of days. 
The shade of many a mis'ry flung ! 

But in the grave, where rests his heady 
In peace may Colin's frailties lie ; 

And may his tale, by Shepherds read. 
From ev'ry bosom draw a sigh .' . 

* See Note (XX.) 



\ 
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ELEGY V. 

THE FAIR MANIAC, 



i HY wanderings, hapless Maid*! are past. 
Beneath the hawthoni rests thy head ; 
C!old o'er thee blows the Winter^s blast— 
Cold sits the dew upon thy bed ] 

Thy breast, where Edward's image dwelt, 
With struggling passions heaves no more | 

No more the Guardiafi's frowns, are felt, » 

That long thy bosom rudely tore ! 

Embosom'd in the greenwood-lhade, 

Fair rose thy Shepherd's sylvan bow'rs ; 

Sweet on them vernal sunbeams play'd— 

Sweet, round them blushM the springing flow'rs! 

* See Note (XXL) 
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And though his fleecy flocks were few, 
Large were the treasures of his mind ; 

To Honour still his heart beat true. 

Though Fortune was to him unkind* 

Love In his gentle breast was found. 
Pure as the blossom on the tree ; 

Oft village-whispers circled round. 
How dear his virtues were to thee#. 



But what avails a love so pure, ^ 

If venal foes against it rise ? 

If rufiian-force insult the flower. 
And rudely rend its silken ties ! 

Ah ! what avails that Beauty seems 

A flowVet of trans9endent dies ? 
If, o'er that flow'ret^s purple beams, 

r 

The shadowy forr^ of sorrow flies ! 

Thy charms, fair Maid, Vesistless blaz'd, 
lUum'd by Virtue's ray divine j 
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In artless songs the Shepherds prais^d. 
That sweet and magic air of thine. 

But human praise is only breath. 

That fans too oft an idle flame ; 
The knell, that told thy Edward^s deaths 

Shook to its base thy tender frame ! 

Ah yes ! tliy frame of softest mould 
Was shaken by the shock severe ; 
^ Thy ia/e qfsorroiVy simply told, 

AskM from Compassion's eye the tear. 



A Friend thou hadst in ev'ry breast. 
That e'er the touch of pity felt ; 

Each Shepherd on his crook would rest^ 
And o'er thy tragic story melt. 

And though to thee life seem'd a waste, 

By tempests swept and dimmed with shade ) 

Yet Mem'ry oft recaird the/^//, 

An4 ^mid reflected pleasures stray'd. 
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Oft, oft a world of guiltless love 

Would rise to Fancy's raptur'd eye ; 

Where, with thy Edward, thou would'st rove. 
Beneath a visionary sky. 



No shadows o'er its landscape hunf>. 

No Guardian chas'd the ideal joy ; 
The sparkling eye, the placid tongue 
■ Bespoke a bliss without alloy. 

Oft, then, a soft and mellow'd glare, 

From Beauty's orb, glanc'd o'er thy face j 

I 

And, o'er the ruins scatter'd there, 
Shed a sweet melancholy grace. 

Thus, when no longer Summer, throws, 
O'er verdant vales, a dazzling ray. 

On some lone woodland's faded rose 
Mild Autumn's coruscations play. 

But soon the bright Enchantress fled, 
. Who brought -departed joys to view | 
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A fresh thy wounded bosom bled— ^ 
Again to pleasure heav'd adieu ! 

Tlioii then wouldst tear the roseate \^Teath, 
Tha,t grac'd, m happier hours^ thy brow ; 

And o'er its scattered blossoms breathe, 
With languid voice, thy ta/e of rjjoe / 



TQS' 



But now thy griefs, fair Maid, are past, 
Bejieath the hawthorn rests thy head ; 

Cold o^er thee blows the Winter's blast, 
Cold sits the dew upon thy bed ! 
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EPITAPHS. 



EPITAPH I. 

. INSCRIBED ON A STONE 

IN " 

MOLM-CULTRAM CHURCH- YARD. 



X HOUGH o'er this couple, here consigned to dust^ 
We mark no blazoning pomp, no sculptured bust ^ 
Yet artless tears, by warm Affection shed, 

hall fall, unbrib^d, upon their earthy bed ; 
Por Virtue threw her radiant wreath of fame — 
Her richest honours, round their humble name. 
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EPITAPH n. 

OAT A YOUTH OF SIXTEEN, 

%vho was unfortunately killed 
BY THE ACCIDENTAL DISCHARGE OF A GUN, 

A* AP.EWELL, lamented Youth ! thy fate severe 
Still from Ar'FECTiON's eye shall call the tear \ 
Though few thy days, yet o'er thy earliest hours 
We saw fair Virtue spread her vernal flov/'rs^ 
Which now, untouched by Sorrow's Winter, bloom^ 
Blest with eternal Spring, beyond the tomb ! 



EPITAPH III. 

INSCRIBED ON J MURAL MONUMENT-^^ 

IM MEMORY OF 

THE AUTHOR^S PARENTS, 



13 Y this lov'd pair, whom long experience taught; 
The value of that bliss which Virtue brought, 

' * Erected, in 1195, by the Reverend Joseph Sanderso^Tp 
of Tanbridge, their sixth soUo 

S3 
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No praise was claimed but what the bosom gave, 
No meed was sought but that beyond the grave : 
Unsullied fame. Religion's sacred ray 
Still marked the progress of their earthly day. 

Hence at that hour when life awaits its close, 
With all the Christian's faith tlieir hopes arose, 
To gain the crown which heav'n alone can give- 
That sacred palm which bade their virtues live ! 



EPITAPH IV. 

INSCRIBED ON A. MONUMENT^, 

IN MEMORY OF 

A FAMILY WHO DIED AT VARIOUS AGES. 

V.'ONTfiNT with Virtue's peace, with Virtue's praise. 
In Life's low vale they passM their silent days. 
Theirs were those hopes that chear Affliction's gloom i 
i'lieirs were those views that reach beyond the tcvnab* 



n^ 



^ Erected, in I8OO, by a Gentleman in Lon'don; a near 
relative of the fniniiy to whofe memory it 23 inscribed. 



Epitaphs. 199 

Reader ! if on the staff of Age thou lean, 
Here learn what makes its evening-hours serene ; 
If Youth's gay spring be thine, this stone will shew 
How scon its rising flowerets cease to blow ! 
Then go, and let thy transient days be giv'n 
To duties claimed by virtue and by heaven* 



EPITAPH v. 

ON J GENTLEJVOMAN, 

AVHO DIED AT AN ADVANCED AGE. 




E?^ lively faith, in Life's last moments, gave 
That steady courage that could view the grave 
As a calm port, w^here human vsroes find rest, 
And cv'ry anxious care that moves the breast ! 

In one bright, finish^ piece v/e savv^ her blend 
The duties of a Mother, Wife, and Friend ; 
Amidst Life's chequer'd scenes bclield her prize 
The sacred hopes that from Religion rise— 
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That live, when all terrestrial joys decay. 
In Sorrow's shade, in Age's setting day ! 



EPITAPH VI. 
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ON ROBER T BURNS, 

THE SCOTTISH POET. 

OwEET Eard, farewell! who, true to Nature, 

brought 
Each rural grace to an immortal draught. 
In which the Hamlet^s artless manners live, 
Amidst the laurels that the Muses give. 
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EPITAPH VI r. 

ON A COUNTRY CLERGYMAN*. 



Jl>lest spirit! 'midst HeavVs smile^ and crown'd 

with palm, 
You, like a wearied Pilgrim, rest at home, 
Who sixty years around your parish trod 
To lead your flock to happiness and God ! 
Yours were those joys that in the bosom live— 
Yours was that fame that mitres cannot give j 
For each successive day, devoid of blame. 
Led to your highest pride — a virtuous name ! 

At church you taught your audience to despise 
The gilded toys that lure AiJihition^s eyes ; 
Taught evVy wand 'ring thought to wind its course,. 
In Virtue^s channel, silent though in force ; 

'^ This exemplary Clergyiuan died at an extreme old age, 
having spent above half a century in ao unremitting attentioa 
to his professional duties* 
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Taught ev'ry passion, ev'ry wish to know 
The bounds where centres human bliss below. 

Still to a dying Brother you would bring 
Those living hopes that from Religion spring,— 
That, when pale trembles Life's departing ray, 
Pour on the sinking soul celestial day ! 
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EPITAPH VIII. 

ON J PHYSIC UN 



DISTINGUISHED 



.FOR HIS GENIUS AND ECCENTRICITY, 

Who died at Carlisle a few years ago ; and who (agreeably" 
to an Injunction imposed upon his Friends) was buried, at 
Midnight, in the Centre of a Wood, having the place of his 
Interment fenced with Iron Pallisadoes, and planted with 
difTerent species of Evergreen. 



JlS^^neath the covert of tliis spreading shade, 
A master of the healing art is laid ; 
Whose death was noticed by no passing-bell 5 
No dirge was chaunted o'er his earthly cell ; 
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No train was hir'd, in funVal pomp, to shew 
A mimic scene of artificial woe* 



O may the Bigot^s gloomy censm^^e spare 
His lonely grave, mihallow'd with a pray'r ! 
And learn that Virtue, wheresoever found. 
In woods — in churches — consecrates the ground. 
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SONNET L 

TO LADY ANNE FIT Z ROY, 

On her Arrival in England from Quimper Prison, in France, 
Avhere she had been confined during the tyranny of RoB^-» 

SPIES.RE. 

VV ELcOxME, fair Wand'rer! to Britannia^s shore. 
Where Freedom in her native spirit lives! 
-And to aspiring minds that vigour gives, 
Which Rome's proud name to distant ages bore* 

Removed from Fortune's adventitious glare. 
Thy soul its highest dignity assum'd; 
And, bright in native majesty, illum'd 

The softer wreaths that deck the British Fair, 
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^Twas thine to sootli, in Fai enps hip^s * sacred guise^ 
The Captive's hours, while thy own sorrows fell; 

'Twas thine to bid some gleams of comfort risa^ 
Amidst the shadowy horrors of his cell ! 

To shew that Virtue, on Affliction's ni^ht^ 

Can, from her hallow'd lamp, diffuse a cheering lightl 



sonnet il 

TO THE RIGHT HON. EDMUND BURKE 



While, with insulting view, wild Faction^s 

hordes 
Point to the spots aro.und thy radiant fame, 
The Mu sE, more gen'rous to thy honoured name, 
Xn Glory's page thy civil toils records, ~ ~ 



"^ This benevolent Lady i« said to have paid the most com- 
passionate attention to the distresses of her fellow-prisoners, and 
to have given them every alleviation which circumstances would 



j.ermit. 
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O ! ^mid tlic shades*, that thy own laurels give, 
May no iinhallowM foot presume to tread. 
But free-born, Youths, by Br I TAINTS Genius led, 

Catch, from thy patriot-breath, the fires that live I 

The pageant systems, .rais'<i on Folly's base, 
Illum'd by Speculation's faithless ray, 
Before thy brilliant genius fade away,. 
Like meteor-lights before the solar powV ; 
While Freedom twines a deathless v/reath to grace 
The closing triumphs of thy ev'ning-hour ] 

* When this sonnet \\:as ArriUen^ l^Ir. Eurke had retired 
from public lile, unci was living at Beaconsfield, co\ered wikh the ■ 
[iiushin^ honours .of Jiis country. 
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SONNET III. 

WRITTEN AT SEBRRGHAM, 

IN 

THE SPRING OF 1793. 

^TiLL radiant Spring, wath partial bounty^ spreads 
O'er thee, sweet native Vale ! her choicest 

Still pays her earliest visit to tliy bow'r^. 
And, -with her brightest dexvs, impearls thy meads. 

Soft^ in thy glades, my infant moments ^tv7. 

When on my joys ne*er stolethe shades of Care; 

When Fancy on them flung a magic hue, 

And round me scatter'd many a vision fair ! 

But sorrov/ now ha:^ shaded ev'ry wreath, 

That in the hours o^f sweet delight I tv/m'd ! 
Beside some mul'm'ring stream I lie reclin'd, 

And round me hear the plaintive Zephyr's breathe; 

Or in som.e dell, o'erhung with ev'nirig-dews, 

I listen tc the warblings of the pensive Muse. 

T 2 
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SONNET IV. 

70 A FAFOURITE FOUNTAlN^. 

^orx o^er the landscape blow the eVenmg-galeSi 
Involved in gathering gloom, the forest spread 
Its dusky horrors o'er tlie nelghbVing meads, 

XVhile many a liquid pearl adorns the vales* 



Bright Fount ! when, ^mid the solitary glades. 
Thy pure stream trembles to the lunar rays, 

Like some lone, strickeji deer, I seek the shader^ 
Deep wounded by the thorns in Life's deceitful 
maze ! 



No more I bid gay vernal chaplets bloom, 

In rival beauty, round my Stella^s brow; 

Moving on slov/er wing, the hours assume 

A kindred gloom that suits my present woe: 

Hence, gentle Fount 1 I love to hnger near 

Thy sweet-complaining streams^ that sooth the pen- 
sive ear ! 
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SONNET V. 

TO THE NIGHTINGALE. 



VV HEkE a sequester^ valley's Tdosoiti spreads^ 
In dewy lustre, to the lunar beams ; 

Where a brown forest^s shades o'erhangs the dell, 
Amidst whose sedgy wilds the Hether"^ streams ; 

And where, with silent footsteps, sorrow kads 
Her pensive train, I long have bid farewell 

To joys that strewYouth's shining paths with flow'rs~=^ 

Too gay to forJfi a wreath for sob'rer hours I 

Here, Philomela, from thy favVite treef,- 
O let me hear thy sweetly-mournful lay ;- 
Wliat time the wan moon shoots a trembling ray^, 
Tliou still shalt find a faithful friend in me ; 
Whose breast, where Laura' sij; tender image lives^ 
Will open to the melody thy jorronv gives* 

5*v A smaU river whkh wir>ds along a deep del!, near whicji 
BuRNsiDE (the Author's place of residence) is situated.^ 

f, The H4V¥thorp? _ Jj^.- A joung Lady; lately deceasecJ. 

T3 
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SONNET VI. 



-«^^>' 



TO THE REDBREAST. 

WRITTEN NEAR THE CLOSE OF THE YEAR, 

OwEET Bird \ if some in Pleasure's walks inquire, 
Why our faint notes, on plaintive breezes, die ? 

O let them to yon wither^ glade retire. 

And mark the fallen leaves tliat round it lie* 



For there, ^midst Winter's mournful wrecks^ are found 

> 
The bowery shade, where late, on Zephyr's wing, 

Our songs, at evening-hours, soft, circling round, 

Responded to the breathing choir of spring. 

Poor Bird ! like houseless Minstrels let us seek 

Yon distant light that trembles through the gf ove, ' 
Perhaps some lonely Woodman tliere has wove 
A bow'r to screen him from the tempest bleak, 
And there, perhaps, untouched by Winter^? hand^ 
-A few fair flow'rs of vernal joy expand 1 ' ^ 
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SONG I. 



ItIaste, Peace, and bring my Jemmy home. 

The pride of all our valley j 
O lei my Swain no longer roam 

From his true-hearted Sally ! 



Then will each bliss of life be mine, 

111 form a bow'r 

Of ev'ry flowV, 
Where Q^^'ning suns may sweetly shine ! 

Yon wounded tree that wears his name^ 
The dew upon the blossom , 

Are witness to the faithful flame 
That burns within jny bosom. 
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Though distant from jny gentle Swain^ 

In vale or grove. 

Where'er I rove, 
Still shall his pleasing image reign. 

Why did the cruel hand of Wa^ 
Break our soft ties asunder ! 

Why did Ambition bid him dare 
The cannon's awful thunder ! 

t His gentle virtues would have blown^r 

Like vernal flow'rs. 

In rural bov/^rs, 
^nd made Life's silent joys hfs own !' 

Then, Peace, O bnng my Jemmy home^ 

The pride of all our valley ; 

/■ 
O let my Swain no longer roam 

From his true-heaned Sally 



♦ 



^ 



Thus sung the Maid ; but little khew, 

That o*er his grave, 

Mourn'd hf the brave, 
Cold Ev E had long distill'd its dev/ ! 



. • t j- . 



■* » 



SONG IL 

^ THE WINE SPARKLES BONNY, i^c. 

-/jlH ! why should a care or a sorrow 
On the blossoms of youth ever prey ? 

And why should a thought of to-morrow 
Disturb the sweet joys of to-day ? 

The Wine sparkles bonny, O fill up the glasses, 

And^ as they go rounds let U5 think of the Lasses* 

« 
Here's health to my Nancy, whose beauties can vie 

With the tjrightest and fairest of roses that blow; 

The stream of soft light, that is rolPd from her eye^ 

Can melt, like a sunbeam, a bosom of sftowo 
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The Wine sparkles botiny, O fill lip the glasses. 
And, as they go round, let us think of the Lasses. 

Here's health to fair Jane; in my best Sunday coat^ 
To her window I went, when the village was still; 
She rose with a smile, and said, " Thomas, I thoughr 
" You had left me this night for the Lass of the ' 
milL" 
The Wine sparkles bonny, O fill up the glasses, 
And, as they go round, let us think of the Lasses^r 

Here's health to Matilda; O where can we find 
A Lassie more gentle, more lively and tfue ; 

Last night I was with her, and she was so kind, 
That I marked not' (believe me) old Time as" he 
flew. 

Tne Wine sparkles l^onny, O fill up the glasses, - 

And, as they go round, let us think of tlie Lasses* 

Here's hegjth to Maria, a flowVet so fair 

Ne'er bloom'd in the valley, nor blush'd in the 
^ grove; 
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Can Lifers flying moments be shaded with care, 
When on them beam sweetly the smiles of her 
love ? 
The Wine sparkles bonny, O fill'up the glasses. 
And, as they go round, let us think of the Lasses, 

Here's health to Eli 2. a, with bosom all pure^ 
With charms all resistless, unaided by art ; 

How blest should I be, if her pity would cure 

The wounds which her beauty has made on my 
heart. 

The Wine sparkles bonny, O fill up the glasses. 

And, as they go round, let us think of the Lasses* 

In Life's lowly valley, O then let us turn 

Ei'om the thistles of sorrow, that rise but to 
wound — 
• L,et us turn to those roses, the Lasses, and learn 
That love., smiling love, makes the moments 
glide round. 
The Wine sparkles bonny, O £11 up the glasses. 
And, as they go round, let us think of the Lasses. 
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For why should a care or a sorrow 

On the blossoms of youth ever prey ? 

And why should a thought of to-morrow 
Disturb the sweet joys of to-day ? 

The Wme sparkles bonny, O fill up the glasses, 

And, as they go round, let us think of the Lasses^ 
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SONG III. 

COME FILL THE GLASS AGAIN. 



If, Landlord, any should inquire 
Why merry songs go round. 

Pray, tell them that, with souls on fire, 
Here jovial blades are found : 

And, that such happiness may reign, 

Come, fill the glass again. 

Within a joyous circle here, 

Gay Youth with rapture beats j 
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And, through a bright and blooming year, 
Lives on nectareotu revests : 
And, that such happiness may reign^ 
Come, fill the glass agam. 

Ev^n Age here lays his burthen down. 

And smooths his furrowed brow ; 
And here dame Fortune dare not fro\Mij 

While streams of nectar flow : 
And, that such happiness may reign^ 
_ Come, fill the glass again* ? 

Still, when the gloomy sons of Cark 

Sigh round a world of woe. 
To siatny cVmiates we repair, -\ 

With spirits in full glow : 
And, that such happiness may reign, \ 

Come, fill the glass again^ 

V 

m 

When Misers count their bags of gold, 
With breasts that throb' with fear, 

» ■ 

u 
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We bid die bud of joy unfold, 
And olicd its sweetness here ! 

And, thut such happiness may reian, 
Cojne, fill the glass agani. 

AVhen factious men, with sullen soul^ 

Complain of taxes high, 
We shev/ the liquor in our bow], 
I That tells them that they He : 
An.d, that such happiness may reign. 
Come, fill the glass ag;un. 

Haste,, drink about, — be merry all. 
Time flies on rapid wing ; 

To-^morrow all our joys may fall ; 
This moment, is our Spring : 

And, that such 'happiness may reign^ 

Come, fill t^e glass aQ-aim 

r 

"If dark and stornly be the night. 
We'll driiA till peep of day ; 
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Till Morning, with her roseate light, 

Conduct us on our way : 
And, that such happiness may reign, 
Come, fill the glass again. 

Those hours will smile in brighter hue, 

Whose wings are dipt in wine ; 
As roses, when they sip the dew, 

In swefeter' lustre shine : 
And, that such happiness may reign. 
Come, fill the glass again. 

What though, ev'n now, the midnight-bell 

Its parting signal tolls, 
We cannot — cannot bid farewell. 

While liquor round us rolls : 
And, that such happiness may reign, 
Come, fill the glass again. 
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SONG IV. 

T///r rriTHERED ROSJi, 

PRESENT£D 

TO A YOUNG LADY. 

ft^wiET Rose ! in May's triumphant hour^ 

We saw thy blossoms gem the mead ; 
And, op^niDg to the vernal show'r, 
We sav7 thy radiant bosom spread. 

Each flow^-et of the osier'd vale 
DifFusM its rival sweets around; 

And the soft Zephyr^s pausing gale, 
On balmy wing, stole o'er the ground* 

And though thy fragrant leaves no more 
Gay in a summer-garland blend j 

Yet honours, brighter than before, 
Shall on thy closing hours attend. 
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To Laura^s breast a lover gives, 
In fallen pride, thy faded hues ; 

While yet thy bloom, in memory, lives, 
Sweet, blushing ^mid the morning -dews 



2tl 
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Yes, thou'shalt mount that throne so fair. 
And ^midst the softest sunshine reign; 
Shalt all the calm of Summer share, 
Though Winter's storms usurp the' plain* 



^. 
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NOTES 



NOTE r. 

Jilest iviih his Chlae, c9V.] This alludes to tlie happi- 
Aies^ which arises during the progress of a virtuous and 
successful courtship; and not to that Jicenlioiis and 
illicit love, which, in all ranks of life, is uniformly fol- 
lowed by infamy and wretchedness. 

NOTE II. 

THE HAPxVEST-nOME. 

This rural festivity is of great antiquity; it was 
celebrated in the earliest periods of the Eoman Empire : 

Agricola /trisci fortes^ J/ar-voque hcati 
Condita Jiost frwjienta Icvantes temjiorc fcsto 
'^orjius et ijisum dnimum. , 

HOR. 

In Cumberland, and some of the adjoining counties, 
it is called a churny from the cream which is taken from 
the vessel of that name, and given to the guests as a 
part of their fare. The village-minstrel generally at- 
1:ends; and, by the simplicity of his music, animates 
tiie old as well as the young to the dance. The festival 
^:oncludes with song^ sung in tlie same artless Hianner 
in which they are written. 
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NOTE iir. 

* LORD Lonsdale's campaignt* 

The historians^ v;ho have noticed this bloodless ca?n- 
J.^aign, relate that tjie Earl and tlie Bishop did not leave 
the field till they were deserted by their men, and in 
danger of being taken prisoners. This may be true; 
"but what has truth to do with poetry? I have told the 
story in a manner that leaves most honour with my 
•countrymen. 

NOTE IV. 
The Mitred Warrior fled, '\ Literary people are said 
"to be deficient in active and personal courage; but If 
we advert to facts, by which a point of this nature can 
only be determined, we shall find little or no foundation 
for such an imputation. It is true that Cicero hid 
hijnself (luvvag some commotions at Home; it is true 
that Horace, atthebattle oi" Fhilippi,beingseized with 
a- tremor, p-recipitantly fled, having, according to his 
own account, left his shield iu the field : 

'Celeremy fugam 

Sens i J relict a non bene Jiarmula. 

As he makes no mention of his sword, it is to be pre- 
suraccl that, like the Bishop's, it dangled at his side. — 
i\nd, to coin(3 to more modern limes, it is true that 
Dryden submitted to be cudgelled, and that Dean 
Swift would have met with the same fate from tiie 
ftaff of an angry Law^^er, if he had not embodied his 
zQWiCjiarish in his^lcfcnce. But, on the other hand, i=t 
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ought to be recollected, that Xenophon and C^sar 
were great literary as well as military characters ; that 
the famous King Alfred was both an author and a 
soldier^ could write books and drub his enemies ; and 
that Queen Elizabeth, whom Roger Ascham con- 
sidered as one of the most learned persons of the age, 
was a celebrated boxer ^ and would frequently Jiommel 
her courtiers and domestics into due submission. 

The annals of modern times also furnish instances 
of the heroic courage of literary men. The late Dr. 
Samuel Johnson (about whom so much has been 
written and said) actually knocked down, in the early 
part of his literary life, an athletic bookseller who had 
dared to insult him ; and this atchie^jement he performed 
with no better bludgeon than an old, musty folio that 
laid at his elbow. The same learned gentleman has 
also frequently silenced a whole host of disputants by 
the argnmentum baculi, w^hen the unsubstantial argu- 
ments, composed of v^intl and voise, ptoduced no effect. 
And it is well known that, at the Shrewsbury assizes, 
about three or four years ago, a certain Learned and 
Right Reverend Gentleman was indicted for not im* 
posing a sufficient check upon his impetuous, head- 
strong valour, which would have demolished a refrac*. 
tory Deputy-Register, if it had not been softened by 
the tears and supplications of his Lady and two other 
weeping females^ Rome, in the same manner, was 
saved from destruction by a deputation of Roman ma- 
trons, when that rough, choleric soldier Coriolanus^ 
at the head of an army, threatened it with destructioTi, 
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These and many more instances will b? sufficient to 
convince every unprejudiced person of the //(^v^'^ii of 
Men of Letters: the facts stand upon record, and can- 
not be controverted. 

NOTE V. 

Can gi'uc at most hut an uncertain day.'] The Heathen 
Philosophers rather hoped than believed in a future 
state of existence. Cicero expresses hir, opinion 
upon it, in this uncertain manner: Md vero deleclat 
(kinde etiam si non sit^ miki ta?nen persuader iAteliM, 

NOTE vr, 

HerCy Murray ! here tkine iti: age oft zvordd stealJ]^ 
^Miis treatment of the Queen (says Robertson), 
lo whose bounty he was so much indebted, w5^, ua- 
brotherly and ungrateful/^ This censure, which is all 
that justice was able to extort from tlie religious pre- 
judices of our elegant Historian, is too mild for a man 
\^ho had covered the daysof a lovely sister with n^isery, 
and was the principal instrument in her degradation 
and ruin. His ambition was boundless; and as his 
\iews opened and power increased, his heart, which 
^eenis never to have been touched bv any honourable 
sentiment, became more corrupt ; and when he betray- 
ed his Sovereign, and usurped the regal power, must 
have been i4i the last stage of depravity. 

NOTE VIL 

Then would thy setthg hours have been serene.'] 
*' Elizabeth (says Hume) fell into a profound me- 
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lanchaVy, which all the advantages of her high fortline, 
all the glories of her prosperous reign, were unable, in 
any degree, to alleviate or assuage/^ Thiji depression 
pf mind has been attributed, by Historians, to diifereiU 
causes, as if the retrospect of a life, blackened v^'ith 
murder, could not have occasioned it! 

NOTE VIII. 
j4nd-1^0VE^s gay smiles p-cvaird at grave threescore. '\ 
Queen Elizabeth, at the age of threescore, fell in 
love with the Earl of Essex, an accomplished Noble- 
man, in the hey-dav of his blood ! 

KOtE IX, 

Ha've heard thy Tickell^s magic song.'] Thomas 
TiCKELL wa'S born in 1686, at Bridekirk, in Cumber- 
land, and died at Bath in 1740. His elegy on the 
death of his friend Addison is, in the opinion of Dr. 
Johnson, the best funeral poem in the English lan- 
guage : and, according to the same great Critic, his 
translation of the first book of Homer is, in some 
lines, superior to Pope^s. 

NOTE X„ 

D ALTON w^j M/;^^'/ ^i.vhoiyithe^\v^'^'^^la:ys,'\ JoHl^ 
D ALTON was born in 1709, at Dean, in Cumberland ; 
%vas educated at Queen's College, Oxford^ where he 
took the degree of Doctor of Divinity, and became 
Tutor to the Lord Beaucha-mp. He died in'-nCJ, 
at Worcester, where he was Prebendary. 
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Dr. Dalton vvas a man of learning and genius, 
. He (lid n^ot write much ; but what pieces he^wrote are 
excellent in their kind. -He is the author of a beautiful, 
descriptive pot?m, addressed to two Ladies on their visit- 
ing the coal-vninesatWhitehaven ; and wrote some oth^r 
verses descriptive of the vale of Keswick and its neigh- 
bourhood. He adapted, in 1750/Milton's '' J/^jyz/^^/ 
Comu's^^ to the stage, when it was represented, at Drury- 
lane Theatre, for -the benefit of Elizabeth Foster, 
Milton's Grand-daughtcr,rwho was then struggli^ig 
ivith old age and poverty. The sum raised upon the 
occasion did not airH3unt to more than 1302. of which 
]3r. Nev/ton, and Tonson tive Bjookseller, contri- 
buted a considerable part. The prologue, which was 
well calculated to excite veneration for Milton, and 
compassion for his Grand-daughter, was spoken by 
Garrick, and written by Dr. Johnson; who also, 
^. about the same fmie, and to promote the same benevo- 
lent purpofic, wrote an ad^nirable Address in Lauder's 
Essay on Milton, from which some Vv^riters have in- 
ferred, particularly the- author of the ^^ Memoirs of 
Thomas Hollis, Esq/^ that he assisted Lauder in 
Ms infamoKisattempt to pluck the laurels ftam the brow 
of Milton. 'There is nothiiig, however^ \\\ Lauder's 
book, either in its style or execution, on which axharge 
of this nature can possibly be grounded : in every page 
it discovers folly-and weakness, ..much malignity, and 
1-ittle penetration ;^nd its forgeries are so glaring, that 
it re(|uires but common rea>dlng and-^ommon observa- 
tion to de-iect Ihcm, 
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Dr. Johnson has, indeed (hi his life of Milton) 
animadverted with a severity peculiar to his pen, on 
the pohtical opinions of that great Poet — opinions 
which hi.^ wannest admirers will find it difficult to de* 
fend. His rejiublicanis?n^ the virulence of v/hich neither 
old age nor calamity were able to diminish, seems to 
have been composed of nearly the same principles 
which make up the jacobinism of the present day : it 
was a compound of pride, selfishness^ and malignity; 
and was equally an enemy to public order and to pri- 
Tate happiness; where it had power, it oppressed ; and 
where it had none, it was factious. If we may judge 
from his political writings, he thought nothing more 
was required to be a patriot than to hate Kings and 
legal establishments, and to talk to the mob of rigiits, 
privileges, and stipulations. He was an advocate for 
liberty, in almost the absolute sense of the word, yet 
never attempted to give the liappiness which he had 
connected with it to his ovvu Wife and Daughters, 
who, from the ties of nature and affection, had certainly 
the first claims upon it. ^^ He thought women (says 
his learned Biographer) made for obedience, and man 
for rebellion. ^^ In this respect only has Dr, Johnson 
condemned this great man. la the most masterly 
criticism that is to be found in any language, he has 
assigned to tlie '^ Paradise Lost^^ its due honours — ^^ a 
work which (he says in his preface to Lauder's book) 
may, possibly, be read when every other monument or 
British grandeur shall be obliterated V^ 
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NOTE XI. 

The Jiast'^ral Bard of Caupa's a)ale ivas found. '\ 
JosiAH Helph, a sweet pastoral Poet, was born, ia 
1719, at Sebcrgham Church-Town, a beautiful village^ 
near Carlisle, on the banks of the river Cauda. He 
received a part of his educational the School at Appleby, 
ujider Richard Yates, M. A. one of the best School- 
masters of the age ; who was also the Tutor of Patti- 
SON, a man remarkable for his talents and his misfor- 
tunes, who, about the year 1730, published a Miscel- 
lany of Poems, and not long after ^lied, in the prime <^i 
life, literally of hunger; a circumstance transiently 
mejitioned by Richard Savage in his ^'^ Author to 
be- Let,'' 

At the age of 15, Relph removed from Appleby 
School to Glasgow University, where education is 
cheap, and where as much learning may, with commoa 
abilities and common application, be acquired as is? 
sufficient for the common purposes of life. At the 
canonical age he entered into orders, and was presented^' 
by the Dean and Chapter of Carlisle, with the living of 
of Sebergham, at that time worth no more than 30/. ar 
year, which, with the salary of the village School thaf 
he taught, made him as happy as, and somewhat richei^ 
than, the contented Country Clergyman described in 
Goldsmith's ^^ Deserted Village/' He never once 
expressed a wish to rise to greater opulence or more 
distinction; his great concern was to iinprove/by good 
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precepts and an exemplary life/lhe piety and virtue. of 
^his parishioners. He died^ of a hectic complaint, ia 
1743. A neat mural mpnument^ \vith a Latin inscrip- 
tion, was, in 1794, erected to his memory, by the Rev* 
Jonathan Bouchjlr, from his veneration to geniusj, 
virtue, and piety. His poems were, shortly after his 
death, revised and published by the Rev, Thomas 
Denton, M, A. a gentleman of fine poetical taste and, 
judgment; and in 1797 a new edition was published, to 
Mhich the writer of this note contributed memoirs of, 
the Author's life^ and a Pastoral Elegy on his Death. 

The poems of this pious Clergyman, though they 
"have always ease and nature, and sometimes strength; 
and elegance, have hitherto. attracted/out little notice 
'from the public ; and the reason is obvious: His pas-^ 
torals, and indeed all his best pieces, being written in 
the Cumberland dialect (which few are able to read> 
and still fewer to understand), the pleasure they afford 
can be but local aud circumscribed, and,, confined to 
such readers as are previously acqu^kt^d with the 
force and peculiarities of provincial phraseology. Eveu 
the poems of Robert Burns, in which we find much 
picturesque beauty, fancy, and simplicity of sentiment^ 
would have been more popular, if they had not been 
debased by the low, Scottish dialect in which too inany 
^.of them are written. That beautiful pastoral comedy, 
^*^ The Gentle Shepherd,'^ has, from the same cause^ 
never given satisfaction on the English stage ; for who 
can be contented to .hear, any length of tinie; a nup> 
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ber of strange, unideal sounds? Ovid, v;hen he was 
banishtU to Geta, now Moldavia, seems to have com- 
posed, in order to amuse the solitary hours of his exile, 
some poems in the Moldavian dialect: 

■ — Getico scrijisi sermone Ubelliun 

Structdtiue sunt nostris Barbara ^erba modis, 

OviDii Epist, 

But these verses, written irl abarbarous tongue, have 
long ago been swept away by the tide of time; and 
\ve only know that this sweet Poet was the Author 
of such from the poems which, in the immortnl language 
of Home, acquaints us with his- genius and his misfor- 
tunes. 

An indifferent Poet has little or no reputation to 
lose from adopting a coarse and vulgar phraseology: 
he uses such images and words as are familiar to him ; 
and, beneath a rude, uncouth dress, conceals penury of 
sentiment, and sometimes gains credit for genius which 
he does not possess. But h^ who can thinkj as well as 
rhime, ought not "to descend, if he wishes his works to 
b"e generally read, \.(y the barbara <vcrba — to a vulgar 
and impure diction. 



NOTE XI'L 
Where useful or 39^ in rocky caverns sJmie.'l In tlie moun- 
tainous parts of Cumberland, particularly at Aldsloa 
and Caldbcck, are several rich mines of lead and cop« 
per-ore. 
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NOTE XIIL ^ 

T/V exjiiaiory stream of human gore.'] fhe victims, 
\vho were sacrificed upon the altars of the Druids^ were 
generally men who had been guilty of heinous crimes ; 
when these could not be procured, the innocent suf- 
fered : Siipplicia- eoruviy qui in fur to, ant in Latrocinio^ ant 
aliqim noxa sine comjtrehensi, gratiora diis immortalibus esse 
arbitrantur : sed quwn ejus generis colli a deficit, etiam ad 
innccentium suffJicia descendunt. 

CjE SARIS CoMiMSNT. 

NOTE XIV. 

Greet thee, my Boucher, en tiiy native shore.] Thi? 
worthy Clergyman was born at Blencogo, and received 
a part of his education at the Grammar-School, at 
IVigton^ under the late Rev. Joseph Blaine, a man 
of learning and integrity, though rough and blunt in his 
manners, and, like Goldsmith^s Yiliage-Schoolmas- 
ier^ ^' stern to ^viewP On entering, into orders, he 
passed over to America, souie time previous to the revo- 
lution in that country. On the comuiencement of the 
disturbances, he did not shrink from his duties as a 
Clergyman and a Citizen, or timidly acconimodate him- 
<telf to the opinions and views of a powerful faction ; 
but, with great firmness and activity, supported, the 
cause of loyalty and legal liberty. 

This gentleman is also respectable in a literary 
point of view, A few years ago he publisiied ^^The 
Causes and Consequences of the American Revolu* 
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tion/* which, like all works of the same nature/has 
received praise and censure, according to the political 
opinions of its readers. He was also the able coadjutor 
of Mr, Hutchinson in his compilation of the History 
of Cumberland; and is the supposed Author of aa 
anonymous pamphlet, subscribed ^* A Cumberland 
Man/^ published about eight years ago, and lately re4 
printed in Sir FredePwIC Morton Eden^s ^* State cf 
the Poor/' It is addressed to Hie inhabitants of Cum- 
berland, and has for its object the improvement of that 
county, in every thing that can render a country happy 
and opulent. It is written with uncommon anima- 
tion, and has received praises* wherever it has been 
read. Its plans are certainly practicable ; for they are 
in their principles the same by which, in all ages, em-^ 
pires have advanced^ from their first barbarous rudi- 
ments, to refinement and distinction ; and, to execute 
them, it requires only the firm and vigorous co-opera- 
tion of the landholder and monied man, that, under 
their patronage, all the spirit, ingenuity, and industry 
of the county may be called forth and directed to one 

point. 

Every one who is able to make comparisons must 
observe the inferiority and wretchedness of Cumber- 
land. It is the fag-end, the ui/hna Thule, of the kingdom ; 
where> with opportunities of improving their situation, 
men are contented to live, like their rude forefathersy 
in wretched hovels, on the edge of moors and mosses, 
amidst dirt^^moke, and indigence ! « We pay (says the 
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Author of the pamphlet) to the county-rate ; but if one 
were asked what we have to shew for the sums thus 
coljected^ I should be at a loss to mention any thing 
but a few mean bridges^, and a still meaner county-jaj!. 
J cannot, at present, recollect a single public work of any 
Iviiid among us, set on foot by voluntary contribution, 
^'We have no poor-»houses, or work-houses ; no county 
infirmary, nor hospital; no agricultural societies; no 
canals; no public libraries; no institutions to promote 
arts and sciences; nor even any great trading company, 
on any large and liberal scale, to promote either 
fisfieries or manufactories.^^ 

The author concludes his pamphlet Vvith the foltow^- 
ing warm^and patriotic wish : '' O that I might but live 
to see this my native county^ now deformed by bare 
and barren moors, and disgraced by an unsightly and 
unprofitable husbandry, and, in various other respects, 
lying neglected and forlorn, reftored to that rank and 
•consequence among her sister coun^ties, for which the 
bounteous Author of NatuPvE has so eminently 
qualified her, I should then, with St. Simon, '' de/iart 
in /i€ace\^^ and close the scene in the valedictory v^ords 
of -a Roman En^peror, sat ^ixi mihi^ sat gloruvJ^ 

NOTE XV. 

And to her luastcs -ujhich now repel the fye."] The im- 
provable commons in Cumberland are said to consist 
of near 150^000 acieg, being about the one third of the 
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inclosed lands ; but, from folly, prejudice, or indolence, 
they have been hitherto suffered to lie in their present 
unproductive slate. 

NOTE XVI. 

E'Vdn Relph /lad wanted a jilaiji stone to tellJ\ See 

Note XL 

NOTE XV 1 1. 

Connect the e^ttern with the western coast, ^ The junc- 
tion of the two seas was lately in agitation ; and, on the 
report of able Surveyors and Engineers, thought prac- 
ticable, and at an easy expence^ considering the im- 
portance of the undertaking. The scheme, after it had 
filled the public mind^for a few months, with splendour^ 
was suffered, like a speculative vision, to die away, 
w hether for wa^nt of spirit or money, or both, though 
the advantages,, from its execution, to the tw^o CountieSj, 
through which the intended line of navigation was to 
pass, would have been incalculable. 

NOTE xvrir. 

Oft, Stalker, in my rirral bow\s.'\ This respcctabl-e 
Gentleman (a native of Sebergham) went to London 
at a very early age, where he engaged in a mercantile 
line of life. He was educated at the Grammar-School^ 
at Sebergham, under the Rev. John Stubbs, a Gentle- 
man eminently skilled in classical literature; and was 
class-fellow to the writer of this note, and to an amiable 
vouth how no moc-e— Mr. John Dentox, son. af the 
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late Rev. Thomas Dentok, M. A. of Ashtead, iri 

Surrey. 

/^/ Burn side's s^jueet.sequesterd shade J\ Burns! de, 
wliere a great part of thefe poems was written, is si- 
tuated in the nortli of Cumberland, on the banks of a 
bourn, or rivulet, called the Hether. It was formerly 
a village of fome extent, but is at present in ruins, 
except one solitary dwelling-house. It is beautifully 
embosomed in trees, and is retired, silent, and roman- 
tic. 

NOTE XIX. 
Necr him illus'roe Pleasure Jmst,'] It is much to be 
regretted that the Scottish Gentlemen, who professed 
to be the Patrons of Burns, had not shewn their re- 
spect to his genius in a different manner than that of 
introducing him to the luxuries of their tables, by 
T\'hich the simplicity of ]\is manners was corrupted, and 
those habits of intemperance superinduced, which ulti^ 
matcly led to his misery a?id nun. 

Instead of taking him from his farm, and opening 
tipon him views which could neither improve his mind 
nor his morals, they ought ^o have made him easy in 
his rural situation, by some pecuniary allowance'an- 
nually paid, and in such a manner as not to have hurt 
his feelings ; for dependance, when feh, depresses an 
ingenuous mind as much, if not more, than poverty. 

^ Amidst tlie simple comforls of a pasteral' life, with 
few wants, and those easily supplied, he ^^ou]d/in all 
probability, have -remained innocent and happ/- and. 
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likeTitYRUs under liis beachenshade, have expressed 
his happiness and his gratitude in all the melody of 
verse ; for '^ Poetry (says Cowley) was born among 
the Shepherds.'* 

NOTE XX. 

Thy wand^ringSy hapless Ma'idy are jiastP^ This unfor- 
tunate Lady was descended of a good family, in the 
west of Scotland. Having lost her parents at an early 
period of life, she was entrusted to the care of an Uncle, 
a man of strict integrity, but, unfortunately, was apt, 
like many of his countrymen, to place too great a value 
upon the adventitious circumstances of birth and family, 
^n which (independent of perfonal merit) there can be 
nothing moral, or intrinsicly excellent. The beauty 
and accomplishments of his ^r charge attracted many 
admirers of family and fortune ; but the successful 
Suitor was an humble Shepherd-Youth, with no other 
support to his pretensions than a good understanding 
united to a good heart. 

To his marriage with the young Lady, the humility 
of his birth wa^, with the Uncle, an objection that 
couW not be removed, because nothing, in his opinion, 
CGuld give nqt)ility io Jtlebeian bloody as nothing could 
give purity to the stream that was polluted at its 
source. The correspondence of the young Lovers was, 
therefore, no sooner known than all the Guardian's 
authority was exerted to check it: but the attempt, 
it is to be hoped, for the honour of human nature, would 
never have been made, ifr;*the consequences that at-^ 
tended it could have been foreseen. The young man^ 
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whose sensibilities -vfere acute, and honour pure, though 
his station was humble, died of a broken heart; and the 
unfortunate Lady, on being acquainted with the cir- 
cumstances of his death, became deranged in her mind, 
Jeft \i€r UncIe^s house, and with the crook, and two or 
three sheep, which, her Lover had bequeathed to her, 
came to the north of England,, where she some time 
A^andered, with no other relief than what casual charitjr 
supplied, till death put a period to her smTerings, 
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